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NOTES: 


FROM THE AUTHOR 


This work is intended for mature readers. Some events and activities described can be dangerous or 
fatal, are for entertainment, and should not be duplicated in any way, shape, or fashion. The author 
assumes no liability for any misuse of this work. It is a story reality based on actual events during 
the 1960's- 70’s in Huntley Meadows Park, Fairfax County, Virginia. At that time, a secret 
government project incorporating a self sustaining array was in development and operation. 


This book uses technical terms. To avoid overwhelming you with details, technical descriptions and 
definitions have been left out. If you would like to learn more about a particular term, location, 
animal, theory, or technological device, a glossary of important terms is located in the back of the 
book, additional information can be gained from the Internet. 


The Front cover page is a graphic instruction on entry and exit. The square compass graphic under 
the N indicates North. Number the antenna elements clockwise counting from 1 in the North 
direction assigning a number to each as you count from 1 to 8. The graphic shows entry between 
elements 7 & 8 also known as segment 7. To insure it is open correctly, use a typical U.S. one 
dollar bill which has complex patterns in magnetic ink. At the center vortex fields will begin to 
rotate or switch counter clockwise 1,8,7,6 ..... segment 4, elements 4,5 if it is clear (no plasma 
crystal haze) exit, use nearby radio antenna with its red light above the treetops as a guidepost. 
(These words are what the graphic conveys) 


The story is told in a non-linear way, across different realities, as a series of recollections and 
memories. It is not a chronological account of events. Instead, it is a complex web of stories that 
intertwine across realities with each other. The stories include theoretical mathematical abstractions, 
technical aspirations and information. I share these stories in the hope that you will learn from my 
mistakes and not repeat them in your own explorations. The planet Earth is not indestructible. It is 
moving through space and is vulnerable to damage. 


The story begins with a young child discovering a rock in the garden, which is later revealed to be a 
broken spearhead. The child is forced to throw it away, but the memory of the spearhead stays with 
them. 


The family later moves a short distance away, and the child grows up to be a curious and 
adventurous young adult. One day, they go hiking in the woods behind their new house and 
discover a classified military project. The project is creating unforeseen changes with damage to the 
earth’s magnetic field, and it is eventually suspended. 


The child’s parents break up and move apart, and the child attends high school during the oil crisis. 
Near the final year of high school, the split family moves to Montana. After graduating, the young 
adult works a summer in Glacier National Park, then attends school and begins employment at a 
remote mountain site at a TV station. 


The array story ends with the young adult reflecting on their life and the many possibilities that the 
future holds. They (Scientists) hope that others will learn from their mistakes and not repeat them in 
their own explorations. The planet Earth is not indestructible, and it is important to be careful with 
the resources that we have. 


The body of the story provides specific details about the child's life, including their discovery of the 
spearhead, their family's move, the classified military project, and the oil crisis during High School. 


The story also includes historical fiction about the Halwis Airship, which was an airship that was 
built in 1896 and 1897. The airship is referred to as the "Flying Popcorn Monster" because of its 
appearance. 


The comical story ends with a series of events that build into a comical chaos when a child living in 
the neighborhood runs into the woods after an animal. The story is a reminder that life is full of 
unexpected events, and it is important to be prepared for anything. 


I wrote this book to share my life experiences and inspire creativity, inventiveness, and discovery. I 
hope that by doing so, I will help increase awareness of nature, animals, plants, and creatures, 
which offer greater value in their design characteristics and contain information stored within their 
DNA that is of inconceivable and undiscovered value for human civilization. I am using the skills 
and guidance given to me under the watchful eye of the universe creator. 


I have been fortunate to have had many life experiences that have shaped my perspective on the 
world. I have traveled to many different places and met people from all walks of life. I have also 
had the opportunity to work in a variety of fields, which has given me a unique perspective on the 
world. Through my experiences, I have come to believe that creativity, inventiveness, and discovery 
are essential for human progress. We need to be constantly looking for new ways to improve our 
lives and the world around us. We need to be open to new ideas and willing to take risks. We also 
need to be respectful of nature and the creatures that share our planet. 


This book has been modified by Bard AI and Bing AI to improve clarity and readability. Some of 
the images in this book were created by human artists, while others were created by Bing AI. Some 
readers may have difficulty forming mental images based on text descriptions. If you have access to 
the Internet, you can use the Bing AI Image creator to create images from the text in this book. The 
images created by Bing AI Image will be different for each reader, but they can help you to 
visualize the information in this book more fully. 


I believe that the information stored within the DNA of plants, animals, and other creatures is of 
immense value to human civilization. We have only just begun to scratch the surface of what we 
can learn from them. I hope that by sharing my experiences and insights, I will help others to 
appreciate the value of nature and to use their creativity and inventiveness to make the world a 
better place. I am grateful for the skills and guidance that I have been given. I know that I am not 
alone in this journey, and I am humbled by the opportunity to share my experiences with others. I 
hope that this book will inspire you to find your own unique path in life and to make a difference in 
the world. 


In the world we perceive as reality, many people have difficulty interacting and communicating 
with each other. Social media is often used as a weapon by the younger generation, who are unable 
to easily tell the difference between virtual reality, reality, false reality, and Al-generated realities. 
This often leads to death, violence, injurious behavior, false beliefs, and faked promises. 


It is indeed wondered if we live in a contrived reality, with no control over our future, and a 
predetermined destiny. However, this is not the case. We have the power to choose our own trail and 
create our own reality. 


It is my hope that you will realize the full potential of discovery and choose a prudent course to 
improve the realm of human existence, which is of fleeting nature. 


We all reach a point in our lives when we look back along the trail of events and seek to find 
meaning, to make sense of it all. Life is the core of our existence, an intangible thing dwelling 
beyond the realm of time and space, without form or clear definition. We seek to validate our 
identity in the vastness of the unknown, to test and share our existence with other life, attempting to 
learn and understand. 


The memories we gain along with our genetics define us. Memories learned, discovered, and 
experienced through our primary senses: taste, touch, smell, vision, and sound. As we exist in life, 
life exists in us, and all about us. All is alive, from atoms of molecular self-assembly and microbes 
to constructs of imagination. There are no limits to what is or what can become. The present in 
human terms does not exist. There are only past events (which have already transpired) and the 
future (what is yet to become). Reality is a perception of illusion. We are all connected, part of the 
same web of life. We are all on a journey, a journey of discovery and self-discovery. We are all 
trying to find our place in the world, to understand our purpose. The story you are about to read is 
the story of one person's journey. It is a story of love, loss, hope, and despair. It is a story of the 
search for meaning and purpose in life. It is a story that will stay with you long after you finish 
reading it. 
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A weary traveler stumbled upon an old building, seeking shelter from the desert heat. His clothes 
were dusty and tattered, and his face reflected kindness. He sat down on an old crate and examined 
a small, black rock. He knew that the rock was home to a collective of life-forms that lived on 
sunlight and magnesium. 


He then spotted a vending machine against the wall. It was a bit worn but appeared to be working. 
The traveler found himself quite thirsty, and the treats on the front of the machine brought a small 
smile to his face. The machine appeared electrically operated, so he traced the electrical cord to the 
floor. Nearby was a SUSAN, or solar user system automated network, a small portable device that 
could convert sunlight into electrical energy. The green light was lit, indicating that it had a full 
charge and was working. Carefully taking the cord from the vending machine, he plugged it into the 
outlet on the SUSAN. The vending machine stirred to life with clicking and buzzing, and the panel 
displays lit up and settled into a gentle whirring sound. As if to show the machine was working, a 
small bell made a ding. 


The traveler was overjoyed. He had not had a drink in days, and now he could have anything he 
wanted from the vending machine. The weary traveler removed a leather pouch from his side pack. 
It rattled slightly from the coins inside, which were of various types and from various places. The 
traveler was not a coin collector, and the coins were of little value to him. They were just another 
burden he carried with him. 


He removed a coin and placed it in the slot on the vending machine. He then pressed the button. 
The machine began to whir and make noises. The pictures on the front of the machine moved about, 
and the lights flashed. After a moment, the machine stopped and displayed a message that said 
"Insufficient funds." 


The traveler was disappointed. He had been hoping for a refreshing drink or snack. He reached into 
his pouch and pulled out another coin. He placed it in the machine and pressed the button again. 
The machine whirred and made noises again. The pictures on the front of the machine moved about, 
and the lights flashed. After a moment, the machine stopped and displayed a message that said 
"Item not available." 


The traveler was frustrated. He had put two coins into the machine, and it had not given him 
anything. He reached into his pouch and pulled out several more coins. He placed them in the 
machine and pressed the button again. 


The machine whirred and made noises again. The pictures on the front of the machine moved about, 
and the lights flashed. After a moment, the machine stopped and displayed a message that said 
"Insufficient funds." 


The traveler was angry. He had put all of his coins into the machine, and it had not given him 
anything. He reached into his pouch and pulled out the coins that the machine had dispensed. He 
threw them at the machine, and then he stormed out of the building. 


As he walked away, he realized that the vending machine was not a vending machine at all. It was 
an old slot machine. The traveler had been tricked. He had wasted his coins on a machine that 
would never give him anything. 


The traveler was disappointed and angry, but he knew that he had to keep going. He had to find a 
way to survive in the desert. He took the last sip of water from his canteen, and then he started 
walking again. He was in a desert, far from any civilization, and yet he had found a slot machine. 
He wondered what else he might find in this strange yet wonderful place. 


The desert sun beat down on the traveler as he trudged through the sand. He was tired and thirsty, 
and he knew that he would have to find shelter soon. The storm clouds were gathering on the 
horizon, and he knew that a sandstorm was coming. 


He scanned the horizon for any sign of life, but there was nothing. He was all alone in the desert. 
Suddenly, he saw something in the distance. It was a small, mud wagon, drawn by a team of horses. 
The wagon was coming towards him, and he could see a man driving it. 

The wagon pulled up next to the traveler, and the man stopped. "Are you okay?" he asked. 


The traveler nodded. "I'm fine," he said. "But I'm tired and thirsty. Do you have any water?" 


The man reached into the back of the wagon and pulled out a canteen. "Here you go," he said. "Take 
a drink." 


The traveler took a long drink of the water, and then he thanked the man. "I don't know what I 
would have done without you," he said. 


"It's no problem," the man said. "I'm just glad I could help." 


The man introduced himself as Black Storm Cowboy. He was a Native American, and he was on his 
way to the eastern coast of America. He said that he was part of a group of Native Americans who 
were trying to protect their land from the Europeans who were coming to invade it. 


The traveler told Black Storm Cowboy his story. He told him about how he had been traveling 
through the desert, and how he had gotten lost. He told him about the storm that was coming, and 
how he was afraid that he would not be able to survive it. 


Black Storm Cowboy listened to the traveler's story, and then he said, "I can help you." 

"You can?" the traveler asked. 

"Yes," Black Storm Cowboy said. "I can take you to a place where you will be safe from the storm." 
The traveler was grateful for Black Storm Cowboy's help. He got into the back of the wagon, and 
Black Storm Cowboy drove him to a place where he would be safe from the storm. The traveler 
stayed with Black Storm Cowboy for a few days, and during that time, they became friends. Black 


Storm Cowboy told the traveler about his people, and the traveler told Black Storm Cowboy about 
his life. 


When it was time for the traveler to leave, Black Storm Cowboy gave him a gift. It was a small, 
wooden box. 


"This is a gift from my people," he said. "It is a symbol of our friendship." 


The traveler thanked Black Storm Cowboy for the gift, and then he set off on his journey. He 
carried the wooden box with him. It contained a black rock, he added the rock from his pocket to 
the box, as he remembered Black Storm Cowboy and his friendship. The two rocks now in the box, 
looked almost identical in shape and color. 


Ancient people split into a great number of ethnic groups of different languages, names, trades, 
specialties, and cultures. Advances led to an increasing population of about thirty-five million 
people who, almost Utopian, were all part of a highly advanced, open, peaceful society of sharing, 
with little crime and no jails. There was no need for mechanical contrivances. Evolved DNA 
allowed mental access to all known information. It was much like a mental Internet of sorts that 
permitted intercommunication between many species of animals and plants. 


Native Americans used a sophisticated system of DNA encoding to record and store information. 
The system involved four chemical bases, with a positional marker determined by angles between 
atomic bonds. The positional marker matched a specific shape or pattern created by complex 
molecular structures. 


To understand this better, imagine the letter "A". If you rotate it in a two-dimensional fashion like a 
clock hand, you can easily discern eight positions, or eight letters, each of a different character. 
Using four symbols, you can create 8 + 8 + 8 + 8, or thirty-two symbols. In our current alphabet of 
twenty-six letters, this leaves six symbols as positional indicators. 


The DNA encoding system was based in part on a mathematical system (multi-dimensional magic 
squares) that used an ear of corn as a disposable calculator. *First, a suitable dried ear of Flint- 
Indian corn was selected. Depending in part on the type of calculation to be performed, it was 
recommended that it not be too dry with loose kernels. You wanted a nice “tight” ear with defined 
rows. Straight rows worked well for addition, while ears with a slight twist to the row worked well 
for multiplication and complex functions. As the kernel rows became erratic at the upper part of the 
ear of corn, only about one-half to two-thirds of the length of the ear was used for calculations. 
The ear of corn was used in an abacus-like finger binary, chisanbop fashion. A sharp tool used in 
working hides was often used to remove kernels. To index a starting point, kernels of corn were 
removed from a row of kernels near the base of the ear. Different multi-color patterns of corn 
kernels made it a bit easier for those with vision problems and worked well for certain types of 
mathematical calculation. The mathematical mechanics varied slightly between tribes; however, 
they each provided accurate results. When you were done, you could eat the “math”, and since 
nothing was wasted, the cob was used as toilet paper. 


* Tt is important to note that indigenous people used Teosinte plants [Zea Plants] and created 
varieties with unique traits which date back over 10,000 years ago. Ancient plant breeders took 
advantage of genetics, hybrids and mutations to improve corn for human use which is still being 
done today. In our modern world corn is used to produce fuel, plastics, explosives, and many edible 
products. 


This system of DNA encoding was highly efficient and allowed Native Americans to record and 
store vast amounts of information. It was also very versatile and could be used for a variety of 
purposes, including mathematics, science, and history. 


Rotational-encoded DNA was placed into bacteria using horizontal gene transfer. This involved 
depositing the bacteria into fermenting plant juice, where they multiplied and duplicated the 
encoded sequence. The bacteria then released the encoded DNA into the air, which people could 
inhale or sniff. Some people also applied the bacteria directly to their skin, where they would react 
with sunlight to break down and release the DNA. This process created a colorful, magical pattern 
on the skin that persisted for weeks. 

The evolved DNA containing genetic memory became activated after a vision quest performed in 
the transformative teenage years. The exact method used by the questers varied, as there were 
differences in each individual’s DNA. Activation was done far from civilization, and involved 
focusing the mind, body, and spirit using different methods such as sleep deprivation, fasting, or 
going up on a hill. Temperature changes involving sweat lodges, use of hallucinogenic plants, and 
intense physical activity could also help to refine the activation process. Upon completion, the 
quester would confer with a medicine person for spiritual guidance and understanding. 


After basic activation of the evolved genetic sequence, people would take other vision quests to 
gain more advanced sets of abilities, including senses outside the realm of human experience, such 
as the ability to share life experiences with life-forms across the universe, communication through a 
type of quantum entanglement, and DNA containing revised genetic information and memories that 
were passed on to offspring. Together, these actions entailed a gradual, yet augmented, evolutionary 
improvement process. 


During dry weather, all members of the tribe would perform rain dances to promote rainfall. The 
dance was performed in a very specific zigzag type of sequence over a large area of ground that was 
typically flat. The pattern of the dance resembled birds gathering in groups, splitting apart, and 
coming together in the swirling aero-dance before winter migration. The dancers wore items of 
leather, goat hair, and hydrated copper aluminum phosphate, also known as turquoise. A catalytic 
compound of 18 percent water, iron, zinc, or chromium replaced aluminum on occasion. Turquoise, 
an unusual mineral that took about thirty million years to form, was valued for its gemstone 
qualities rather than its electrical properties. 


Watching a rain dance can lull you into believing it is simply superstition of a diverse nature. A 
mystical ceremony without merit or result. Lost in the course of events was an act to amplify an 
electrostatic charge pattern in the ground. Each step of the dance was like a push on a swing or 
pendulum of gravitational resonance, adding energy for an ever-increasing distance. As the charge 
built in the ground, a mirrored opposite charge built in the sky above. Reversing polarity, gaining 
intensity, and working best when clouds were drifting overhead, this opposite charge eventually 
resulted in rain. 


In sadness, a great many tears would fall like those raindrops, and with each lightning bolt, a great 
deal of history and information became discharged. The “Indians” knew about great ships that 
would eventually arrive from across the ocean beforehand. They knew of the great lands— 
continents and civilizations far away—and about plant-wars in which plants fought with warlike 
tenacity for survival and dominance. They understood the patterns and cycles of plants, animals, 
and seasons; they knew change was inevitable. 


Along the eastern coastal region of Turtle Island were many groups of a mix between earlier 
migrations and seafaring arrivals. They identified themselves as Doeg, Taux, Moyumpse, Tacci, 
Dogue, and Dogi; together, they comprised a tribe of many names that split, recombined, split, and 
moved about in disarray, creating confusion and misdirection in a manner such to cause early 
settlers confusion as to the tribe involved. 


*There is an interesting account reported by Morgan Jones captured in 1669 claiming a Dogue 
chief spared his life when he began speaking Welsh having understood it. This caused some to 
speculate Dogue were related to Welsh prince Madoc. According to folktales Madoc arrived in 
America in 1170 over 300 years before Christopher Columbus. He was not the first nor would be 
the last. Additional historical information indicates the “Lost Colony” of settlers which carved the 
famous word CROATOAN in a wood post, were rescued and taken in by a Dogue Tribal group also 
known as Croatan or Croatoan Indians. The discovery of artifacts lending credibility to the account. 
Today this tribal grouping while not presently recognized by the federal government is more 
properly known as Lumbee Indians a mixed race multilingual tribe of over 40,000 people. Speaking 
Lumbee, with Algonkian, Croatan, Hatteras, Cherokee, Pamlico, Tuscarora, Catawba, Cheraw 
Iroquoian, Siouan, Saraw, Pee dee, Scavano, Wacoma intermixed along with English. In many 
ways this should be familiar, as language in the United States while typically called English is 
actually a mix of a wide variety of languages from immigrants which migrated to the North 
American Continent. 


Also existing among the many tribes was a hidden mysterious tribe known as The Mountain People, 
more properly known as the Ramapough Lenape Nation not yet federally recognized. A multiracial 
diverse group of Ramapo mountain peoples with astonishing DNA. A people with an ancestry 
seeming to date back thousands of years, they left hardly a trace artifact of their former physical 
presence. 


Out of the many came a few, and those few wanted change to come. The youthful challengers 
wanted resilient metal swords to hunt animals rather than fragile stone-headed arrows and spears 
that frequently needed to be replaced. They were unhappy with poor-quality goods received in 
recent trading activities and tired of tribal agreements with little meaning to those with youthful 
desires. Against the wishes of tribal elders, they banded together, forming a Tacci group. In a 
proactive manner, they devised a course of action, using fragments from an earlier ancient 
technology to lure prospective oceangoing explorers to specific locations.* 


The locations were selected based on two specific traits. The first provided a sight range over the 
horizon that was caused by atmospheric light bending and reflecting from temperature inversions, 
or atmospheric ducting (Fata Morgana), which also served to magnify objects at great distances 
from the shore. By looking at the sky, you could see floating ships that were many days from 
landing. The second trait was an ease of altering magnetic flux lines by changing telluric currents. 
The interaction of magnetic flux lines shifted magnetic compass readings at great distances. By 
careful observation and manipulations, the Tacci caused *Columbus and his crew to navigate 
ashore, right where they wanted.. 


* On 9/13/1492 the needle of his compass no longer pointed North, then on 10/7/1492 Columbus changed the course of 
travel to follow the direction of birds in flight, in early morning 10/12/1492 land was sighted, on 10/28/1492 landfall 
was made on Cuba. The invasion of a peaceful society had begun, Columbus a tyrant far worse than any today, in a few 
years, leaving a wake of destruction ,killings, and atrocities far greater than nuclear bombs, rivaling the horrific deaths 
of eighty million individuals of world war two. The Tacci deflecting the brute of evil, until a later time on the coast of 
“Virginia”, adsorbing the “Lost Colony”. 


I have wondered on occasion the course of events different, that is to say, the invaders contracting 
an incurable disease or affliction that upon return caused their demise. In that transposition would 
Columbus Day holiday be one of happiness or the sadness of morning all which was lost? 

Did Columbus “discover” a civilization already known to a great many others? Or was Columbus 
directed by Tacci wanting change? The Tacci, wanting change, decided to maintain control and 
challenge events in an ever-changing way. Lure the distant land explorers in, get the technology, get 
an advantage, find a weakness, and then conquer the minds, beliefs, and political rule they brought 
with them. Make the newly arriving people part of your system and your culture without their 
knowing. This strategy was a slow process of successive approximation and not without danger. 


Over the course of time and events, the Indians were successful, mixing about and destroying 
opposing tribes by stirring the pot, creating confusion, passing the blame for treaty violations and 
crimes, disputing settlers’ claims, and bringing other tribal groups into the fray. Each time the tribe 
made small advances, despite great losses and risks. They pitted one side against the other, hoping 
both sides would be destroyed. The last straw resulted in Bacon’s Rebellion, an issue involving 
hogs in 1675, which created a series of events challenging authority and later evolving, in 
undocumented history, to war against England and the creation of the Declaration of Independence. 
These events evolved into a “new” yet familiar political system used by tribal inhabitants, refined 
and improved by George Mason IV, a man of great wisdom who was self-educated yet little- 
recognized for his achievements. He provided a historical perspective of the United States that was 
often overlooked. 


Prior to great migrations across the ocean, Indians lived in harmony with nature and governed in a 
democratic way. I do not want to mislead you—there were tribal wars, spy missions between ethnic 
groups, and social issues. The population was generally peaceful. Disruption caused by ancient 
events greatly damaged foundational knowledge; only a few mystical fragments remained within 
oral history and were passed from generation to generation with knowledge of nature and 
surroundings, which at times acted cruel and unforgiving, crucial for survival. 


Trails crisscrossed the continent like great interstate highways that followed parts of many of the 
same paths. Trails used by the Dogue went from “ a great trading place” (rough translation of 
Potomac river) towards the Blue Ridge Mountains passing near Mount Weather. In the fishing time 
they traveled to the coastal areas, in the wintering months to the mountains an area of over four 
thousand documented caves having many more not yet revealed. Several trails marked at night by 
glowing fungus of foxfire, grafted on fallen moist logs, with camping spots or resting areas. The 
rest areas did not have parking lots with electric vending machines; instead, there were bushes 
containing berries and trees bearing edible nuts. Larger areas, sometimes containing tobacco, 
medicinal plants, and Indian grain, were planted in the surroundings. Animals and fish freshly 
obtained along the route were available for evening meals and were seasoned with herbs and salt, 
which was more valuable than gold. Pemmican was carried for sustenance in case food was not 
secured. 


At gatherings, many games and contests of skill were held. Nothing was wasted. A favorite game 
evolved from an old stone grinding dish or mortar that the Indians used with a pestle to grind grains 
and seeds for food preparation. This game evolved in much the same way that Frisbee progressed 
from tossing spinning pie pans. 


At some point, all the grinding and mashing with the pestle eroded the bottom of the bowl and 
eventually made a hole. The result was a stone-shaped ring that looked somewhat like a doughnut 
or anapole. The stone wheel, about eight inches in diameter, was thrown in a way that caused it to 
roll rapidly and in an unpredictable way along the ground. The object of the game was to throw a 
spear through the hole while it was rolling along the ground. This game of magnetic anapole was far 
ahead of its time. Like hunting an unpredictable rabbit, it was fun, with skill determined by the 
strong-armed stone-roller and crisp aim of the spear. Stone was a bit heavy and the shape difficult to 
duplicate. Successive versions used a circular hoop composed of flexible branches and fastened 
with strips of hide. In modern times a version of this game still exists, I have noted on several 
occasions kids rolling about an old tire, and trying to throw a long pole or old broom handle through 
the center as it rolls, bounds and bounces about. A revival of information forged in DNA long ago. 


In an evening gathering, a spear of light was hurled for the contest. It came from a time of the 
ancient ones, a time of advanced learning. Before being thrown, it was “spanned,” placing it inside 


a handheld torus-shaped rembling. As the rembling moved down the length of the spear, the 
material structure was anapolized, causing it to remble the typical structure and become semi- 
translucent. The effect lasted three to five minutes. 


When pitched during the anapolized state, the spear would accelerate as it traveled at speeds great 
enough to generate white light from the air friction and make a sound like a cracking whip. As the 
spear discharged, it would slow and behave normally. Spanning the spear slower made it more 
translucent, and it would accelerate even faster, traveling great distances. 


As activities for the gathering progressed, stories progressed too, and music sounded on animal- 
shaped water flutes, leather rattles, hide stretchers/drums, whistled flutes, and bowstrings. The 
water flutes were partly filled with water or fermented berry juice and rocked back and forth. The 
motion pushed air out of tuned ports, producing musical notes. Rattles filled with quartz crystals 
caused them to glow with flashes of light when shook. Drums thumped or scraped to produce 
various sounds. An antler bow affixed to a drum’s top amplified sound, and the draw plucked or 
rubbed with an arrow made vibrational sounds. During stories, musical instruments augmented the 
speaker’s voice. Fireflies danced about in the open air, blinking and sparkling, adding wonder. At 
some point, a nightjar whippoorwill hidden in the bracken began calling, then quieted, as it listened 
intently to musical sounds and storytellers’ voices. 


The evening fire providing an eerie glow and lighting effects as copper mineral and other 
substances dusted on the flames changed its color and created aromatic fragrances. The sights, 
sounds, and kinnikinnick-like fragrances stimulated senses, taking the audience into a realm of 
imagination. A theatrical show included eating and munching. Stories unfolded, detailing ancient 
history, to entertain all—young and old, a large range of intelligence—with fact and bits of fiction, 
revealing wonder and mystery. 


Near the beginning of the great mystery, at a time of the ancient ones, a large rock from the great 
darkness came, lighting up the sky at midnight. Afterward, noctilucent clouds could be seen late 
into the evening; phantoms walked about, creating a mysterious glow that lasted all night long for 
many cycles of the moon. Many people from the time of the ancient ones perished in the 
catastrophic devastation 12,900 to 14,000 years ago. 


Survival was difficult: animals disappeared or hid in fear, trees and plants providing food had 
vanished, and reality itself seemed to fade away. Seasons became increasing colder, and much of the 
land remained under snow and ice for about 1,300 years. An ancient one took two mysterious rocks 
*, one in each hand, and tapped them together. A brilliant flash occurred. Reality and illusion 
shifted. The ancient one, alone and hungry, continued tapping the rocks together. The flashes of 
light looked like small sparks, as fragments of flint and quartz-like rock created a razor-sharp 
arrowhead. As the small sparks fell to the ground, tinder began to smolder and flame into a small 
fire, making it warmer. The arrowhead, with each chip fallen, sustained a strange glow. The ancient 
one carefully attached the glowing arrowhead to a perfect shaft of unknown material, creating a 
spear of light, which was visible when thrown into the night sky, like a shooting star. 


* One rock being of undetermined composition and great hardness black in color. Several 
generations of passing ;a medicine man gave it to Crazy Horse to protect him from bullets. 


As events progressed, the ancient one found survivors of the devastation who had formed into a 
small group. The group tried to recreate many of the wonders and technology destroyed and lost. 
Nature seemed cruel. Humans were brought close to extinction by transpired events. 


The ancient one built an incredible device from parts of the old wonders that were intact. The 
device used quartz rocks, iron pyrite, turquoise, magnetic hematite, selenite crystals, some strips of 
copper, and a bit of moist, salted hide and ligaments cut into thin strips. The hide created electrically 
conductive pathways within the device. The quartz rocks, placed into a mechanical tumbling drum, 
connected to a capacitive telluric battery using ice. Upon completion, the device included a 
structure of eight vertical spears of light set in an octagonal circle. The ancient one promised to 
return before stepping inside the circle. It was early evening; a lone beaver, unseen in the dim light, 
wandered into the circle. In an instant, a brilliant flash occurred. The beaver, ancient one, and 
device vanished. 


Stories continued all night. There were tales about tribal groups that heated corn, causing it to flake, 
and some details on making balls to play games by using a rubber latex plant substance and mixing 
it with morning-glory plant sap. Tales of hunting adventures and travels continued. There was a 
story about a tribe in which a large, melanistic leopard, upon being killed, had two young kittens. A 
tribal member whose newborn had died nursed the kittens. The kittens, as they grew, gradually 
hunted game animals and were given part of the prey as reward. At some point, the “trained” 
leopards became unpredictable and were later killed by the tribal medicine man. Just before the 
break-of-dawn twilight, the stories ended, and most of the audience was comfortably asleep and 
dreaming. 


As you continue reading the story gains in its complexity, with great depth. It is my desire as your 
narrator, to assist you in understanding the story. 


It might be helpful to “see” the words as one would see an unexplored forested area. A jumble at 
first of large branches, fallen leaves, grown trees, rotten logs, spiders, and insects, animals running 
about, clouds moving overhead, and creaking tree limbs. A place easy to become lost, there are 
trails and fragments of trails that lead in many directions, even paved roads. As you venture farther, 
it is easy to lose your sense of direction and passage of time. 


As you continue reading, I want you to discern the differences of writing perspective child, adult, or 
mixed. I want you to discover the real story, hidden by the words. To help you with this task, the 
story is not in “logical” order but in an order of events that will take you through multiple pathways 
at the same time. It is a multifarious story, one where you will gradually come to understand the 
intended truth. 


I want you to discover the story, see the differences in the trees and plants, understand how the 
animals interact, and comprehend the entire system. To carry out this task, words alone are not 
enough. You need to see with your mind’s eye. I want you to know and enjoy the journey of a 
photon as it reacts in the cellular structure of a tree leaf at night and comprehend the timeless 
interaction, induced by an intergalactic star that has long ago ceased shining. 


The story is a journey, a journey of discovery. It is a journey that will take you to the very limits of 
your imagination. It is a journey that will change the way you see the world. 


1960 Image 
Note: Person working in garden behind houses 


Run Cameron Rum! Its only 3 miles. Follow Pikes Branch, to Halwis, to the street of saints, to the 
Burgundy house, on Burgundy Plantation. I woke up to the early morning sunlight streaming 
through the window. In my hand, I clutched a broken spear point. My mind was filled with strange 
memories that lasted only a moment. 


I was back on Burgundy Plantation, just outside Washington, D.C. The tobacco, bison, black bear, 
eagles, and fresh water mussels were long gone, but the two enormous June apple trees were still 
there, producing tart green apples for making delicious apple tarts. 

It wasn't 1850, though. It was 1959. I slowly came to my senses and remembered that I had to get to 
the street of saints, Burgundy Village. But as the morning sunlight grew brighter, the memory 
melted away. 


I had been a spritely youngster back then, full of wonder and energy. I loved to explore the creek 
that meandered through the trees behind our house. One day, In the large backyard garden, I found a 
strange arrow-shaped rock that had been created by early inhabitants long before my time. 

I put my treasure in a small waxed milk carton, but this new find was too valuable to be placed with 
all the other rocks. I spent the night clutching it tightly, and in the morning, I placed it with my 
other treasures, fearing that I would lose it. 


Little did I know that the object I had held in my hand was a spear point that had been chipped by a 
spear of light. The chip contained information about the force of impact and the speed at which the 
spear had been traveling. The speed was an incredible nine thousand and eight feet per second, or 
eight times the speed of lightning thunder. 


A standard spear would have had a wooden shaft that would have been incinerated by the heat of air 
friction at such speeds. But the spear point had not melted, which only added to the mystery. 

My father disapproved of my rock collecting, so he told me to dispose of the rocks. I was 
heartbroken, but I obeyed. I took my collection, including the spear point, to the creek and threw it 
in. 


My loss was another youth's gain. He found the spear point and brought it to me, eager to show me 
his new treasure. I told him about its historic location and its great historical and scientific 
importance. I felt comforted knowing that someday, he would be able to decipher its mystery and 
prevent it from being lost to the ravages of time. 


At such an early age only able to understand simple words and sentences dates and times are 
difficult, events having great influence on personality and development values. My dad brought up 
under cruel bearing from his parents mirrored it in his adult values creating suffering for me at a 
very tender age. To understand with clarity repressed memories of childhood will give you deep 
insight into your adult actions. I will now present mine here, written in character representative of 
myself of the time, A baseline of reference. A loving mothers attempt to protect her only child at the 
time from an ignorant cruel husband unaware of his personality and values. 


The year is about 1959, | am 2 years old, | can talk, walk, | can understand to a limited degree and 
have limited life experiences, have a sense of right and wrong, very fundamental and playful. 


The recall of the early memory is fragmented..... | remember, . | had done something wrong, from 
an adult perspective it was trivial, and | am not sure what the event was. My dad became very 
angry; | vaguely remember being beaten harshly, so harshly in fact that | passed out. | remember 
awaking in my bed with my mom at my side; | could still feel the hurt from my bruises. The 
memory is filling in slowly as | think ....within a short frame of time, a day or so afterwards. My 
mom said that we were going to go on atrip ... | had never been on a trip and asked lots of 
questions, my mom explained what a trip was reassured me it was to a nice place. | remember a 
feeling of excitement and wonderment. My mom called a taxi, and | went into the kitchen and was 
given a “vitamin” to swallow whole (not chew-able like regular) | remember the trip was very long, 
| fell asleep. | awoke in a different car. | remember my excitement telling mom that the car had 
changed color. Looking out the window | could see all kinds of new stuff, | had not seen before, | 
asked lots of questions as to this and that, there were fields of corn, tractors, large trees here and 
there, large animals called cows, my mom was at my side, and | was reassured that all was OK, that 
while | was asleep the car changed color, jokingly, then explained that we had traded cars while | 
was asleep. | vaguely seem to recall having on a different clothes, | don’t fully know what 
happened while | was unconscious, but | felt normal energetic and playful when | awoke. It must 
have been a very long time because the sun, was still a morning sun. It was just me and mom and a 
stranger friend driving who seemed friendly. | can only estimate the time from when | was 
conscious until the arrival at a farm. There were no roads, nor driveway leading to the farm, this 
farm was not near any city area, it was way, way, out in the somewhere. On the trip we had 
nothing with us no suitcase, no items, only mom and me. 


The man in the car dropped us off at the roadside. We stepped through a barbed wire fence and 
walked toward the farm. The pasture was lush and green; there were dried discs of grass (cow 
poop). It was my first experience in seeing cow poop. | remember being told people like to throw 


cow poop, so | proceeded to play, throwing cow poop about. There was a cow or two off in the 
distance. | remember a big barn in the distance. | was led by my mom to a small house; it was a 
small white colored house with shingles on each side of the windows, a window near a door on the 
front side, and one window in each side of the house. The house had only this one door on the 
front, and maybe 4 windows total all about the same size. The house was like a play house only 
slightly larger. Surrounding the house were gigantic trees with large green leaves. The trees were 
spaced close enough apart to provide shade but not so close that the grass would not grow under 
them, in a yard area bordered by a somewhat broken wood rail fence. Near the house was a small 
pond, a spring with cooler constructed of wood. It was explained to me that the cool spring water 
was to keep food like a fridge-rator, the spring fed the pond. There were fish in the pond (| could 
see em). There was no road to the house, nor worn path, nor trail. The house sat amongst the 
trees surrounded by a sea of lush grass, and was cooled from the sun. The season seemed off 
somehow.... It was cooler here, the air seemed fluffy, and | could feel it blowing gently on my skin. | 
remember felt very ecstatic and happy. 


There was a small step leading to the front door, the memory is faded but pleasant, there is a 
bedroom sparse with a bed and dresser, a small table in the kitchen with a, | believe was a wood 
stove of some type, maybe three rooms total, from each you could see into the other. There was 
no running water, no electricity, no radio, no TV, no clock, no bathroom, no hot water heater, or 
appliances. (there was an outhouse a ways out among the trees) | seem to remember a sink or 
wash basin of some type. Some cupboards in the kitchen eating area. A sparse clean neat house. A 
few books with nice pictures in a small simple bookcase. 


Someone from the big barn came down to the house, and explained all about the house, the rules 
how the gate was to be opened from time to time to let a cow or two to come in an munch on the 
green lush grass. | remember something about the cows being special and friendly, and that they 
would guard the house at night to protect me from harm. | had no sense of fear or danger. | 
remember meeting with the people at the big barn, all strangers but friendly. | have a dim 
recollection of spending the night alone in the house, just me and few cows outside. | remember 
awaking briefly in the night and looking out the sparse bedroom window and in the moonlight, 
seeing an enormous number of those special cows, staying outside the wooden broken rail fence, 
munching and making an occasional moo sound. Which | found very comforting, | was happier at 
that moment, with a sense of peace. | fell back asleep. It was such a fantastic happy place. 


The next morning, | remember going to the outhouse, what a long ways to go, washing up after 
getting water from the cool spring in a basin of some sort, and walking up the big barn, where | 
met my mom and had breakfast, on the table was almost everything you could imagine having, 
ham, pancakes, eggs, including dinner items such as steak, and some things | had never seen 
before. | was asked a series of questions, by the big barn people, did | sleep OK? Did the cows visit 
me? Did | like the bedroom? | can’t remember all the questions? But, | remember, how amazed 
they were, that | woke up on time without a clock, washed up, and showed up at precisely 
breakfast time for breakfast. It was as if | somehow, | knew. After breakfast, | went back down to 
the house and waited and looked at some of the books. My mom returned to talk with me after a 
short period of time...... 


Her expression was serious but friendly, calm and reassuring, she spoke slowly and surely and 
wanted to make sure | understood, the importance of the decision, | was going to make. On the 
table was a package of cookies, some cool spring water, and those vitamins you had to swallow 


whole and not chew like normal. She sat down across from me at the small kitchen table. | can not 
remember the exact words but | remember the intent and deep meaning that was conveyed. 


|, and, no other, alone, three years of age, would decide my destiny and direction of path in time. I, 
and no other would decide, whether to stay here in this house, for as long as | needed and wanted. 
| could choose, to live here in peace and harmony with the cows, unhindered and unmolested, by 
anger and extreme punishment, no others would follow, my mom would not remain, all those that 
| had known would not follow. | was given the choice, | could stay, | would be offered what was 
needed to live, | could dress and live as a girl or boy, there would be no television, radio, clocks, 
record player, or fancy toys, as | got older | could help out on the farm. If | made the choice to stay, 
| would simply vanish from all those whom | had known, from all those that would inflict pain. | 
would in fact become a missing child, complete and total, no name, no parents, no trace, no roads. 
Or, | could return to the life | had known during my previous years, endure the pain, suffer the 
challenge, tolerate the ridicule, and live in a world of hate, fear, and suffering. The choice was given 
to me. There was no middle ground, no partial ground, no going back to undo the decision, the 
decision would be complete and irreversible. 


My mom left me alone in the house; | would have roughly a two hour window to make the 
decision. | munched on a cookie, normally, | probably would have eaten as many as | could, but | 
wasn’t feeling overly hungry, | took a long sip of that crisp cool spring water, and looked out the 
window. | can not begin to describe the flood of thoughts that went through my mind during 
those hours, in some respects, the thoughts | had, exceeded my age, and the very fabric of time 
and space itself. As | looked out the window at the lush green, the cows in the distance, the white 
fluffy clouds against a blue sky, | could see so very deeply, so very far, the destiny and weight of 
each choice, to this very moment in time and further. | made my choice, it was my choice alone 
and no other. When my mom returned, | told her of my decision, she went up to the big barn and 
returned, | had another cookie, swallowed whole a vitamin, and drank a full last glass of that spring 
water and walked with my mom through the field to the roadside and waited for the ride home. | 
was told to say nothing about the adventure trip..... | remember getting into a car... and falling 
asleep. When | awoke, | found my self in my bed. | was still only almost three, | looked at the 
pictures of the blue angels aircraft on the wall. 


As I grew older, I began to see the genetic traits along with behavior effects that adults had on their 
children, my friends, playmates, and classmates. I saw how their parents' choices and actions could 
shape their lives, for better or for worse. I also saw how children developed their own unique traits 
and personalities, which were influenced by their environment, genetics and experiences. 


In my teenage years, I volunteered at a local summer school, where I worked with children who had 
physical and mental disabilities. This experience helped me to understand the full range of human 
experience and to appreciate the diversity of people in the world. It also made me aware of the 
challenges that people with disabilities face, and of the importance of providing them with 
opportunities to participate fully in society. 


Despite the challenges of growing up, I look back on my childhood with fondness. It was a time of 
boundless wonder and surprises. I was surrounded by loving family and friends, and I had the 
opportunity to explore my interests and talents. I am grateful for the experiences that I had during 
my childhood, and for the people who helped to shape me into the person I am today. 


Growing up in the late 1950s and early 1960s was a time of great change and excitement. The world 
was still recovering from the Second World War, but there was a sense of optimism and hope for the 
future. New technologies were emerging, and people were beginning to explore new ideas and 
possibilities. It was a time of great creativity and innovation. 


My parents like many of the time wanted things for their children to be better than the childhood 
they had experienced in their youth. At an early age barely able to understand spoken language, I 
plopped down in front of the tube powered black and white television in the living room each 
morning watching Captain Kangaroo, Ranger Hal, and Romper Room. As mom did the morning 
chores of cleaning breakfast dishes, doing laundry, and routine household tasks. After the morning 
shows had completed, I would go outside and explore, ride my tricycle on the side walk about the 
yard, and later play in a sawdust box sitting nearby in the shade of two very large apple trees. A 
typical childhood living experience in many aspects. At such a young age gullible and unlearned, 
we are easily influenced by events which surround us on a daily basis, and surprised by wonders. 
The frightening sound of cicadas and monster looking bug casements left on tree bark, unexpected 
stings and bites by small insects. Watching in amazement birds coming to feast on bits of stale 
bread thrown in the front yard before the large picture window in the living room, The red breasted 
robins, blue jays, cardinals, sparrows, and others. Watching squirrels run about in the trees, and 
discovering wriggly earthworms undermeath overturned rocks and pieces of wood. The early 
morning bird songs, the sound of trickling water in the back creek. Ah the memories .. 

and evil comes. 


I was a young, impressionable child when I first met the older teenagers down the street. They were 
up to no good, and I was easily led astray. We became allies in a war against progress, and together 
we constructed a large wooden dam that would flood a construction site of a builder that was 
destroying the pristine creek where wildlife flourished with fish spawning laying eggs hatching into 
minnows, later swimming downstream into the Potomac river. The builder assigned construction 
crews to build a concrete culvert for a road to a new area of home construction. 


The teenagers were angry about the creek being diverted and their dad not getting the construction 
project. The contractor had created an alternate drainage while they worked on the setting up 
concrete forms and layout of a mini concrete bridge so their work site would not get flooded. I was 
angry because construction had destroyed cattails and wildlife habitat downstream from my routine 
play area. I had learned how to identify watercress and had sampled its flavorful goodness. 


The teenagers worked together enlisting my help in constructing a large wooden dam filled with dirt 
to back up the flow so that the water would flood the work site. The alternate drainage was near the 
work site and pumps were used to keep the work area dry. It was built in a manner hidden from 
casual view being close to the temporary bypass drainage constructed to divert flow of water around 
the area of construction. 


At first, I was excited about the damn plan. I had never seen anything so big or so destructive 
before. But as the water began to rise, I started to have second thoughts. I realized that I had helped 
in doing something wrong, and I tried to stop the flow of water. But it was too late. The dam had 
already broken, and the water was rushing downstream. 


The wall of water destroyed the construction site. The tools, the pumps, the work setup - everything 
was washed away. The teenagers were at first furious, at me for loosening the boards allowing the 
water to flow down the bypass but laughed with joy coming back from the damaged construction 


area. Telling me, “You did more damage than we could have ever expected.” But I was even 
angrier with myself. I had caused so much damage, and for what? 


In the end, the war against progress was lost. The creek or Pike Branch feeds into Cameron Run 
which drains into the Potomac river. Today the creek today appears as a polluted storm drainage in 
an urban area passing under Elmwood Drive and into concrete channels passing under I-95 or 
Capital Beltway reaching Cameron Run. Which has flooded on occasion, containing detergents 
from car washings, oil from roadway runoff, and extraordinary amounts of bacteria caused by dog 
poop, along with lawn treatment chemicals, and illegally dumped items. The two majestic June 
apple trees in the back yard gone, replaced by asphalt. The garden which contained the spear artifact 
covered by concrete; such is progress. 


I will never forget the lesson I learned that day: sometimes, the greatest evil is not the thing you are 
fighting against, but the thing you become in the process. I regret what I did. But I also know that I 
was just a child, and I was learning about right and wrong. 


I still have joyful memories of how the creek once was, as my brother and I attempted to fish for 
minnows using a stick as a fishing pole and thread for line, to which was attached a straight pin, 
bent in the shape of a hook, that had a small piece of stale bread attached. The minnows would 
nibble on the bread, and it was great fun watching them. I never caught any, but we sure had stories 
about the big ones that got away! 


BING Al 


WOODLAWN TERRACE 


The year is 1963, and I am a second-grader living in the Woodlawn Terrace area near the nation's 
capital. The nearby highway, Route 1 was built partially upon a previous Indian trail. My family has 
just moved into a new house, and I am excited to explore my surroundings. The backyard is 
bordered by a forest, and in the center of the forest stands a large arched oak tree. I can't wait to 
climb that tree and explore the secrets of the forest. 


(Dreams danced about in the thoughts of my father determined to recreate the garden of Eden on the 
small plot of land surrounding the house, while my mother examined the new kitchen. In the course 
of time fruit trees abounded in the yard, a garden in the back, strawberries lining the driveway, and 
flowers growing in the flower garden which had some medicinal use or were edible..) 


But for now, I need to unpack and move into the new room. I open the door to my room and am 
immediately struck by how big it is. There's enough space for the bunk bed, a desk, and a dresser, 
and there's even two windows. I can't believe I'm going to be sleeping in this room along with my 
younger brother. I start to unpack my things, and as I do, I think about all the things I'm going to do. 
I had examined the massive size of the empty basement which covered the same floor space at the 
upper floor having bathroom, three bedrooms, large kitchen, a dining room area, spacious living 
room. I'm going to read books, build projects, do experiments, make inventive gadgets, play games, 
and have friends over. I'm so excited about my new life in this new house, the large lawn, and 
woods to explore. I know it's going to be an adventure. 


The 1960s were a time of great scientific advances and seemingly endless excitement. The space 
race was in full swing, and people were dreaming of a future on Mars. The Civil Rights Movement 
was gaining momentum, and people were fighting for equality for all. The Vietnam War was raging, 
and people were protesting against the war. It was a time of great change and upheaval, but it was 
also a time of great hope and possibility. It was a time when anything seemed possible, and I was 
excited to be a part of it. I knew that the world was a big place, and I couldn't wait to explore it. I 
knew that there were many challenges ahead, but I was confident that I could overcome them. I was 
ready to face whatever the future held. 
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The following week, I entered school as the youngest of my class. Fortunately, the following year 
(3rd grade) I met an amazing teacher who sought to motivate students to explore science and not to 
"water young minds" by heaping meaningless facts of well-established "basics" upon us. 


Each new day unfolded like a new adventure. It started with space travel. We watched in suspense 
as the black-and-white television on the tall wheeled cart displayed launch control with its many 
computer screens. And then later we saw the rocket as it stood on the launch pad ready for blast-off. 
We watched with intense interest as the astronaut prepared for flight. We waited minutes, which 
seemed like hours, anticipating a spectacular launch that would propel rocket and astronaut into 
space, completing brief orbits about the planet. Then the mission concluded with excitement as the 
capsule fell back to earth, landing in the ocean and bringing the astronaut back to earth safely. 


The teacher asked us to think about what we had just seen. She asked us to imagine what it would 
be like to travel in space. She asked us to think about the challenges that astronauts face. We talked 
about the importance of science and exploration. We talked about the importance of never giving up 
on our dreams. That teacher changed my life. She showed me that science was exciting and that it 
was possible to make a difference in the world. She inspired me to pursue my dreams and to never 
give up on my goals. 


I was eight years old when Star Trek first aired on television in 1966. I was immediately hooked by 
the show's optimistic vision of the future, and I couldn't wait to see what adventures Captain Kirk 
and the crew of the Enterprise would have. The space age had just begun, and the world was full of 
excitement and possibility. The Apollo 11 mission landed on the moon just three years later, and it 
seemed like anything was possible. 


In that same year, 1969, Irwin Allen's Time Tunnel premiered on television. The show was about a 
group of scientists who were able to travel through time using a time machine. The time machine 
was based on (AN/FSG-7) a real-life computer called the Q7 or Whirlwind I, which was originally 
used for military defense purposes. 


The Q7 was a massive computer, and it was one of the first computers that was able to withstand 
the electrical surges caused by nuclear blasts. Allen thought that the Q7 would be the perfect basis 
for a time machine, and he was right. The Time Tunnel was a huge success, and it helped to 
popularize the idea of time travel. I was a big fan of the Time Tunnel, and I always wondered if it 
would be possible to build a real time machine. I think that Allen shared my belief, and I'm sure that 
he would have loved to have built a real time machine if he had the chance. 


The best place to hide a time machine would be where everyone can see it, a movie production set. 
That way, no one would suspect that it was anything more than a prop. Of course, if you really 
wanted to keep a time machine a secret, you would have to hide it somewhere else. But where? 
That's a question I've wondered about, until encountering advanced “machines” with far more 
functionality. [R.E.M. / AN-GRD-6] 


The Space Age was a time of great excitement and wonder. Almost every month, there was another 
space launch, and people all over the world were captivated by the idea of exploring the final 
frontier. In the midst of all this excitement, it's easy to forget that many animals also played a role in 
the Space Age. Fruit flies, moss, dogs, monkeys, zebra danios, mice, rabbits, guinea pigs, rats, flour 
beetles, frogs, mummichog, garden spiders, and even a Horsfield's tortoise all traveled to space in 
the early days of the Space Age. These animals were used to test the effects of space travel on living 
organisms, and their data helped scientists to understand the challenges of living and working in 
space. 


One of the most famous animal astronauts was Laika, a dog who was launched into space aboard 
Sputnik 2 in 1957. Laika was the first animal to orbit the Earth, and she sadly died in space due to 
the lack of oxygen. However, her sacrifice helped scientists to learn more about the effects of space 
travel on living organisms, and she paved the way for future human spaceflight. 


Other notable animal astronauts include Ham, a chimpanzee who was launched into space aboard 
Mercury-Redstone 2 in 1961; Enos, a chimpanzee who was launched into space aboard Mercury- 
Atlas 8 in 1962; and the Soviet dog Chernushka, who was launched into space aboard Sputnik 5 in 
1960. These animals all helped to advance our understanding of space travel and made it possible 
for humans to safely travel to space. 


The Space Age was a time of great progress in space exploration, and the animals who participated 
in these early missions played a vital role in our understanding of space travel. We owe a debt of 
gratitude to these brave animals who helped to pave the way for future human spaceflight. I 
remember watching the space launches on TV with my family. We would all gather around the TV 
and watch in awe as the rockets blasted off into space. It was an exciting time to be alive. 

The Space Age was also a time of great creativity and imagination. In the early days of space 
exploration, there was a sense that anything was possible, and people were willing to try new and 
innovative things. This spirit of creativity is evident in the names that were chosen for some of the 
animal astronauts. 


For example, the Horsfield's tortoise that was launched into space was named "Test Pilot Mark". 
This name was chosen because the tortoise was being used to test the effects of space travel on 
living organisms. The name "Test Pilot Mark" suggests that the tortoise was a brave and pioneering 
animal who was willing to risk its life to help us learn more about space. 


The French cat that was launched into space was named "Félicette". This name means "little happy 
one" in French, and it was chosen because the cat was a symbol of hope and optimism. The name 
"Félicette" suggests that the cat was a brave and adventurous willing to explore the unknown. 
Astrocat Felicette rocketed toward the stars to became the first “out of this world, cool hip, and 
groovy” space cat. 


The Argentine rat that was launched into space was named "Astrorat Belisario". Belisario was a 
specially-trained rat who was used to test the effects of space travel on the cardiovascular system. 
This name was chosen because the rat was being used to test the effects of space travel on living 
organisms. The name "Astrorat Belisario" suggests that the rat was a brave and pioneering animal 
who was willing to risk its life to help us learn more about space. 


The Argentine Capuchin monkey that was launched into space was named "Juan". This name was 
chosen because the monkey was being used to test the effects of space travel on living organisms. 
The name "Juan" suggests that the monkey was a brave and intelligent animal who was willing to 
risk its life to help us learn more about space. 


The names of these animal astronauts are a reminder of the spirit of creativity and imagination that 
was present during the Space Age. They are also a reminder of the brave animals who were willing 
to risk their lives to help us learn more about space. I remember being curious about the wildlife in 
space. I wondered what it would be like to live in a zero-gravity environment, and I wondered how 
animals would adapt to living in space. I was excited to see what the future held for space 
exploration, and I hoped that one day we would be able to explore other planets. 
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That evening, As I slept, my mind began dreaming of mice controlling spacecraft. Inside their 
habitat was a giant hollow trackball, which they used as they tried to outmaneuver a chasing craft 
flown by space cat, controlled by a ball of yarn. Meanwhile, Juan, the space monkey, using a 
hammer to hit control buttons, chased the space cat. The mice were the bravest of the bunch. They 
were always up for a challenge, and they never backed down from a fight. The space cat was the 
most cunning of the bunch. He was always coming up with new schemes to get what he wanted, 
and he was never afraid to take risks. Juan was the strongest of the bunch. He was always willing to 
lend a helping hand, and he was never afraid to stand up for what he believed in. 


The three of them were the best of friends, and they always looked out for each other. They were 
always getting into trouble, but they always managed to get out of it in the end. The space farm was 
a strange and wonderful place. The moon cows were the biggest and most beautiful creatures I had 
ever seen. The glowing goats were the most graceful and agile creatures I had ever seen. The 
multicolored singing chickens were the most cheerful and optimistic creatures I had ever seen. The 
moon cow pies were a mystery to me. I had never seen anything like them before. They were large 
and round, and they glowed with a strange light. 


The spacecraft was a marvel of technology. It was sleek and silver, and it was filled with all sorts of 
amazing gadgets. I had never seen anything like it before. I wondered how it worked, and I 
wondered where it was going. The ark was a symbol of hope. It was a reminder that even in the 
darkest of times, there is always hope for a better future. It was a reminder that we are all 
connected, and that we all have a role to play in making the world a better place. I woke up from 
my dream feeling inspired and hopeful. 


The next day in the classroom, film projectors had been set up. We were all excited to watch the 
amazing color films that arrived via courier from a research lab under the ocean. The film’s reels 
were massive and barely fit on the school projector. We were all mesmerized by the colorful ocean 
creatures and plants that seemed to come alive as the film narrator described in detail their action 
and activities. However, our excitement was short-lived when a teacher from a different classroom 
arrived and instructed our classroom teacher to stop the projector after seeing only a few moments 
of the film. Everyone sat in stunned silence for a moment, wondering as to the reason. The film was 


unthreaded and rewound, and then the projector was re-threaded from the start of the film. We were 
then notified to make room for more students. 


Soon, three more classrooms of students arrived. The films needed to be returned the next day, so 
this was our only chance to see them. Everyone found a spot, many sitting on blankets on the floor. 
Amazing, colorful ocean creatures and plants seemed to come alive as the narrator described the 
action. We watched all day, with breaks to stretch as the reels were rewound. The last reel ended 
and the lights came on, bringing us back to dry land. 


That Saturday night, a movie called Hello Down There aired on TV. It was about a family living 
underwater with a pet seal and a dolphin. Tony Randall starred as a man who proves the advantages 
of living underwater. As I watched, I thought how wonderful it would be to live in a home under the 
ocean with all those fantastic creatures. Every day was exciting, even when school was boring with 
basic fundamentals of arithmetic, English, and spelling. There was always something fun and 
unexpected. 


One day, on my arrival to class, I noticed a clear plastic person standing next to the teacher’s desk. 
At first, I wondered if it was some type of robotic teacher, like the ones I had seen on a science 
fiction television program. When I talked to it, expecting it to respond, it just stood there motionless 
and silent. I peered closer, and my amazement grew. It was a plastic replica of a human, with 
realistic organs! There was a gurgling blue and red circulatory system, a pumping heart, and lungs 
that seemed to be breathing. I watched in fascination as the bubbles moved through the plastic 
blood vessels, from the heart to the lungs and other internal organs. 


The teacher explained that the plastic person was on loan from the Bell Telephone Company. It was 
an educational item they used to instruct their workers on first aid techniques. In addition, there 
were Bell Telephone central office equipment and telephones located around the classroom. 

That day, we learned about the various body organs, their functions, and their names. When one 
student inquired about the sexual organs, which the plastic person didn't have, the teacher responded 
that we would get that education when we were older. 


The teacher then began instruction on how the telephone system operated. She explained how the 
telephone converted sound into electrical signals, how it was switched around, and how it converted 
electrical signals back into sound. She compared the central nervous system to the telephone system 
to explain how the human body communicated with all its various parts. 


The spelling test that week reflected the organs we had learned about. The test included questions 
about parts of the brain, such as the medulla oblongata, hypothalamus, and amygdala. It also 
included the word "telephone." Strangely enough, many kids got the medical words correct but 
misspelled the word "telephone" without the last e, as in "telephon" or "telefon." 


Our teacher encouraged everyone’s participation. When we began to learn about swamp and pond 
microbiology and wildlife cycles, I mentioned that there was a swampy area near my house and that 
I could bring in some items. The teacher responded that she needed a pond-water sample; cattails, 
so she could show how seeds were scattered; and frogs’ eggs if I could find them. 


When I use the word “frog,” I am referring to both toads and frogs; in this story, they are mostly 
toads. Since toads are frogs, I use the word “frog.” 


Motivated by the attention, I brought in a gigantic bag of carefully cut cattails as perfect as I could 
find, a glass gallon jar packed with frog eggs, and a gallon jar filled with pond water. 


Frog eggs are laid in water by female frogs. The eggs are usually laid in clusters or strings, and they 
are attached to vegetation or other objects in the water. The eggs are protected by a jelly-like 
coating that helps to keep them from drying out and from being eaten by predators. The number of 
eggs in a clutch varies depending on the species of frog. Some frogs lay only a few eggs, while 
others lay hundreds or even thousands. The size of the eggs also varies depending on the species. 
Frog eggs are typically about the size of a grain of rice. The eggs hatch into tadpoles, which are 
aquatic larvae. Tadpoles have gills and tails, and they breathe underwater. They feed on algae and 
other small organisms. Tadpoles undergo metamorphosis, which is a process of change that 
transforms them into frogs. During metamorphosis, the tadpoles lose their gills and tails, and they 
develop lungs and legs. They also move from living in water to living on land. Frog eggs and 
tadpoles are a valuable source of food for humans in some parts of the world. 


Cattails are NOT tails from four legged animal cats. Cattails are a type of wetland plant that is 
found in many parts of the world. They are characterized by their long, narrow leaves and their 
brown, sausage-shaped flower spikes. Cattails are an important part of the wetland ecosystem, and 
they provide food and shelter for a variety of animals. They are also used by humans for a variety of 
purposes, including food, medicine, and construction. Cattails are a perennial plant, which means 
that they live for more than one year. They grow from rhizomes, which are underground stems that 
spread horizontally. The leaves of cattails are long and narrow, and they grow from the rhizomes. 
The flower spikes of cattails are brown and sausage-shaped, and they grow at the top of the plant. 
Cattails produce both male and female flowers, and the flowers are wind-pollinated. 


Cattails are an important part of the wetland ecosystem. They provide food and shelter for a variety 
of animals, including fish, birds, reptiles, and mammals. The leaves of cattails are eaten by insects, 
and the seeds are eaten by birds. Cattails also provide nesting material for birds and other animals. 
Cattails are used by humans for a variety of purposes. The leaves of cattails can be used to make 
baskets, mats, and other items. The rhizomes of cattails can be eaten, and they are a good source of 
starch. The flower spikes of cattails can be used to make tea, and they have medicinal properties. 
Cattails are used in construction, and they can be used to make insulation, paper, and other 
products. Cattails are an important part of the wetland ecosystem, and they provide a variety of 
benefits to humans. They are a valuable resource. 


The teacher was surprised when I arrived in the classroom with the items. There were many more 
frog eggs than she had expected. During the morning break, my teacher talked with other teachers 
and cafeteria people, who provided a number of empty gallon pickle jars. Soon a gallon jar or glass 
fishbowl appeared in almost every classroom, each with a clump of frog eggs ready to hatch into 
tadpoles. There were lots of pickles available at the lunch counter from the newly emptied jars. 


A special microscopic projector was brought into the classroom. It allowed everyone to see 
microscopic creatures on a large screen. It was magically amazing! Water from the gallon jar of 
pond water was deposited on a glass slide using an eyedropper and then placed into the projector. 


Each drop of water revealed some new creature on the large projection screen as we tried to find 
desmids, paramecium, Euglena, rotifers, and assorted creatures invisible to the naked eye. It was 
space exploration of the microscopic scale. Each student carefully plopped his or her drop of water 
from the container onto the projector slide, while the class looked for alien microcreatures moving 
about. 


The desmids were the first to appear, tiny green disks that floated in the water. The paramecium 
were next, larger and more complex creatures that swam around with a jerky motion. The Euglena 
were the most fascinating, with their long, whip-like tails that propelled them through the water. 


The rotifers were tiny, round creatures with a crown of cilia that they used to move. And then there 
were the assorted creatures, too small or too fast to identify. 


We spent hours exploring the pond water, marveling at the diversity of life that existed in a single 
drop. It was an amazing experience, and one that I will never forget. If you are interested in looking 
at microscopic things in pond water, you can use a microscope. 


If you don’t have a microscope you can make one using a droplet of water for magnification. 
you will need the following materials: 


*A piece of white paper 

°A magnifying glass 

¢A water dropper 

¢A small object to view (such as a feather or a piece of sand) 


Instructions: 

1.Place the piece of white paper on a flat surface. 

2.Hold the magnifying glass over the paper and look through it. 
3.Use the water dropper to place a small drop of water on the paper. 
4.Place the small object on the drop of water. 

5.Look through the magnifying glass again. 


You should now be able to see the small object magnified. The water droplet acts as a lens, which 
bends the light and makes the object appear larger. This simple microscope can be used to view a 
variety of small objects. You can also experiment with different types of water droplets to see how 
they affect the magnification. 


In my quest of discovery, I would borrow books from the library every week. My interest in 
learning about nature and science had taken me well beyond expectations for my age. I hada 
yearning for invention and experimentation but had little money to buy items I wanted. 


On trash day, people would place all sorts of interesting junked items out on the curb. I would roam 
the neighborhood on my bicycle before the trash truck, looking for broken televisions, radios, 
vacuum cleaners, motors, and items of curiosity to use for an interesting project or experiment. 


I built so much crazy stuff from discarded broken items, a bird feeder using peanut butter, strange 
kites, a cotton string whip to trim weeds and if you whipped it hard and fast enough it would 
almost ignite and smolder on the tip making the sharp snap of a cap fired toy pistol. An old broken 
record turntable used to create “spin art” using paint or ink. Optical stuff periscopes, prisms, and 
even strange holographic sunglasses with red lenses so I could see what it would be like on Mars. 
Dyes made from poke weed berries, and turmeric. For a kid growing up in the 60’s & 70’s it was all 
about science, nature, discovery, and adventure. 


Water powered, liquid fuel, solid fuel rockets using sugar that could soar to heights of 20 miles! 
Dangerous beyond craziness, and could end your life if you made a single mistake. I burned out so 
many electrical fuses that I had to show my parents, I had spares on hand, as the store nearby only 
had a limited amount in stock. As I got older the dangers increased, complex experiments came to 
an end. Concerned for those living nearby around us in residential areas. [I’ll tell you more later in 
the story There are places offered by governmental agencies where you can experiment without 
endangering others, in proper scientific manner, using proper safety protocols. With grant funding, 
or military research grants. Its better than rocket science! ] 


While other kids my age liked playing football, I liked playing with boomerangs, and walking with 
snowshoes on. While others used snow sleds, I put snow chains on my bicycle tires and rode about 
in the snow and ice. 


Nature was something I really cherished. There is nothing like sitting on cool field grass under 
some young thorny locust trees providing shade. I would romp and roam in the swampy field 
nearby and explore the woods behind the house. I enjoyed finding some new plant or animal and 
relished the challenge of identifying it. I followed recent trails left by animals, seeking to uncover 
stories recorded by footprints in the ground. Along with friends and playmates I traversed trails of 
unknown origin in the forested area on explorations of the unknown. 


During various seasons, plants provided tasty snacks and treats. The important rule was that you 
took only a measured amount, as plants needed their fruits to seed and animals needed the fruits or 
treats to survive. If there was plenty, you could take more “treats,” but you always left plenty for the 
animals. If it was the plant itself you were eating, you always made sure there were others about to 
guarantee that when you returned in season there would be more to enjoy. Nature always strives for 
balance. I did not want to cause disruption and hardship for the wildlife. In today’s world, it is 
difficult to forage without risking total loss or extinction of plant life and animals. It is important to 
aid nature in any way possible and avoid causing disruption and hardship for wild animals. 
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FROGS 


For some reason, frogs, despite my transport of a great number of frog eggs to school, reproduced in 
greater-than-normal levels in the swampy area. Each night there was a chorus of frog croaking 
louder than dogs barking at the mail carrier. In amusement, several kids would bang loudly on trash 
can lids and yell, causing the frogs to go silent. The silence did not last for long, as the frogs would 
soon Start up again, happily croaking. 


Hungry for insects, they migrated from the swampy area into the neighborhood and would wait 
under newly installed streetlamps while hoping to eat an occasional bug that strayed from near the 
evening streetlight. The frogs seemed to increase in number and began waiting on the sidewalks and 
streets. The frogs posed a hazard if hit by kids riding bicycles or roller-skating. Sandra, who lived 
nearby, raced on her bike down the street, hit a frog, and fell from her bike that evening, receiving 
scrapes and bruises from the fall on the hard pavement. Then an idea came to mind. I remembered 


Marlin Perkins, a zookeeper who would capture wild animals and relocate them on Wild Kingdom, 
a weekly TV show. I enlisted the help of a few friends, and we began catching frogs and putting 
them in an empty five-gallon paint bucket. As we walked around the block, the bucket quickly 
became filled with frogs, which were starting to hop out of the bucket. I thought that it was time to 
find a home for them. 


I noticed a school bus parked on the street. For some reason, it occurred to me that buses transport 
things to other locations. So I told my assistants to continue catching frogs, and I would catch up to 
them shortly. 


I told them I had found a place to put all the frogs. As my friends continued down the street and 
around the block, I walked up to the back emergency door of the bus. I opened the unlocked door, 
carefully emptied out the bucket of frogs, and closed the door. I then met up with my fellow 
assistants, who emptied their pockets of frogs and put them into the now-empty five-gallon bucket. 
We continued around the block, obtaining another bucketful of frogs. The bus parked on the street 
became the temporary holding place, as a second bucketful of frogs was carefully placed into the 
bus via the exit door. It became late in the evening, and most of the frogs were off the street. We 
concluded the task for the evening, and all went home. The next day, according to Thomas, who 
lived on that same street, this is what happened: 


It was early in the morning. As she opened the front door, the bus driver*, who was somewhat 
fearful of frogs, discovered a large frog that had managed to hop into the driving seat and was 
looking forward toward the front window and dashboard as if preparing to drive the bus. The bus 
driver, seeing the huge number of frogs, let out ear-shattering screams! The screaming awakened a 
police officer neighbor. He came out in his pajamas and weapon to assess the situation. A few 
moments later, everyone in earshot was awake and had come out to see what was going on. 


* T was not around during the ensuing mayhem, the information was told to me by Thomas, who 
lived on that street nearby. School bus drivers must be able to handle difficult situations, such as 
dealing with unruly students or traffic congestion. The job of a school bus driver can be both 
challenging and rewarding. School bus drivers get to see the students grow and learn over the years, 
and they often form close bonds with their students. They also play an important role in keeping 
students safe on their way to and from school. That morning, I am sure was a traumatic challenge 
for her, and while I do not know her directly, I feel obligated before continuing, to apologize for my 
poor reasoning in misguiding others, relocating a massive number of frogs causing problems in the 
process. 


Inside the bus, frogs of various sizes had hopped about, with some sitting calmly on the seats and 
others jumping and hopping about on the floor. I guess you could say the bus was really “hopping”! 
The bus was late that morning, as helpful neighbors spent time catching as many frogs as possible 
before finally giving up. 


Later, as kids boarded the bus, boys caught frogs and teased the girls, causing them to shriek and 
scream—and some girls caught the frogs and teased the boys. With all the commotion and noise, 
and much to her grief, the driver drove the route with stops, taking students to school. 


Kids arrived in classrooms attempting to hide their newly obtained pet or pets in lunch bags, lunch 
boxes, shirt pockets, coat pockets, pants pockets, mufflers, gloves, and caps. The classrooms 
remained mostly calm, with an occasional scream when a frog managed to escape here and there 
from a hidden place. By mid-morning, the understanding school principal Mattie B Cooper came 
over the intercom system and asked students to bring their frogs to the office so they would not 


cause any further disturbance; she told students they could pick up their frogs when school was 
over. 


Only a few kids did this, as they were unable to keep their frogs hidden from view and did not want 
their frogs to become lost in Woodlawn Elementary school. An occasional frog croaking as the 
teacher talked could be heard, along with some giggling from students that day. Not many people 
know property for Woodlawn Elementary school was granted by E. Mason and C. Lukens for the 
sum of one dollar on October 22, 1869. Ten years later in 1879 Thomas Edison on the same date 
used carbonized cotton thread to improve the reliability of electric lamps. 


At the end of the school day, many of the kids managed to smuggle their new pets home. They 
released these frogs, after a short time of loving captivity, into flower beds, frog ponds, lawns, and 
vegetable gardens. So in a way, the “frog project” was successful in relocating a large quantity and 
assortment of frogs. 


Sadly, I know some people have never seen or handled an actual frog. I want to help make your first 
experience with a frog, when the opportunity presents itself, better. Frogs do not drink water like 
humans. They drink through their skin. The “warts” or bumps effectively increase their skin’s 
surface area. You should wash your hands before handling or catching a frog, as the salt on your 
skin from sweating will irritate the frog’s skin. Frogs have a number of predators, and if they feel 
fearful, they will “pee” to make themselves less tasty; some frogs will exude a mucus-like 
compound that can irritate your skin. After handling your frog friend, you should wash your hands. 


Some frogs in tropical jungle areas are poisonous. Be cautious before handling a frog if you live in 
a tropical area. You should be gentle but firm in your grasp, so the frog will not be injured in a hop 
from your hands to the ground while trying to escape. It’s not a good idea to kiss a frog, considering 
where they live and what they eat. Frogs hibernate or sleep below ground when it gets cold or hot. 
On a hot day, a toad will try to find a shaded, moist, and damp place and flatten its body to stay 
cool. 


If you want to provide food and water in your frog’s brief captivity, you should let the tap water sit 
for a day before to allow chlorine to evaporate and not irritate the frog’s skin. A frog will eat its 
weight in bugs in a very short time. Frogs will eat almost anything that moves or looks like food. In 
some cases, a larger frog will eat a smaller one, but it will expel its prey from its stomach and 
mouth after a short time, when the smaller frog exudes chemicals from its skin. Frogs typically do 
not eat each other and can live several years. To learn more, check your local library or the Internet. 


Frogs like to watch TV; in particular, they seem to like Godzilla science fiction movies with 
monsters doing battle. How do I know this? Well, one evening Larry caught a frog and put it in an 
old fish tank with a bowl of water along with some crickets and bugs. Larry was about my age and 
lived across the street. Larry liked science fiction TV movies with Godzilla and other monsters 
doing battle. Larry took the fish tank with the frog inside and placed it near the TV. 


There was a screen on the top of the fish tank to keep the bugs from escaping; Larry had modified 
the fish tank, putting a funnel in the screen. Below the funnel was some rotting fruit in the tank. The 
improvement, Larry explained, attracted flies and insects into the funnel and tank, where the frog 
would be able to eat live food. He called it the “bug snapper,” as you could faintly hear a snapping 
sound from the frog’s tongue as bugs were devoured. 


Larry’s mom cooked up some popcorn, and he, along with friends and brothers, began watching the 
Godzilla movie on TV. We decided to name the frog Frogster, a takeoff from the word “frog” and 


the word “monster.” At first, Frogster seemed a bit anxious but then settled down and sat in the 
water bowl, facing toward the television screen. We snacked on popcorn and watched the movie. 
Midway in the movie, Godzilla made an appearance, and Frogster, watching along with us, was 
focused on the amphibian-like monsters. 


The battles started, with monsters appearing from the water and flashing, colored screens, space ray 
guns, and sounds filling the room with action. Frogster went wild, snapping up crickets and 
gobbling them down in a frenzy as we gobbled popcorn. We were caught between the action on the 
TV and Frogster’s eating. Frogster’s tongue was quick; we could not see it! The crickets magically 
vanished one at a time, as we tried guessing what cricket would disappear next. In a short time, 
Frogster had eaten an unbelievable number of crickets and bugs we had thought should last several 
days. The tank was empty at the movie’s end, and Frogster seemed content, sitting calmly in the 
water bowl. Larry placed Frogster outside near the front step, with hopes that Frogster would eat 
bugs attracted to the front porch light and thinking that Frogster would not stay around for long. 


He was wrong; Frogster, a girl frog, was now madly in love with Larry, and, after her first movie 
date, had a crush on him. Each morning when Larry left for school, Frogster greeted him outside the 
front door, sitting on the sidewalk to admire him. Each morning, Frogster, upon hearing the sound 
of the front door opening, would hop out from nearby and onto the sidewalk so that Larry would see 
her. In the afternoon when Larry came home, Frogster managed to hop into the house as Larry 
opened the front door, despite his best efforts to keep her outside. Larry’s mom did not want frogs in 
the house, so Larry would have to search to find Frogster, usually in a difficult place each time: 
under the couch, in the narrow of the stove and counter, or in a shoe in the closet. Larry did not 
mind at first, but later it got to be a real chore as it became increasingly difficult to catch and put her 
outside. One afternoon, Frogster got in the house when one of Larry’s brothers came home early 
from school. Larry did not see Frogster and thought that finally he had outsmarted her. When he 
awoke to get a midnight snack, there was Frogster looking upon him, protecting him from any 
indoor stray bug or sneaky mosquito. Larry, unsure of what to do, consulted with his friends. His 
friends teased him about his girlfriend in a friendly way and suggested that he put Frogster farther 
away from home. Larry put Frogster several blocks away, thinking she would not return. Frogster 
really admired Larry, and after several days, when Larry left for school in the morning, there was 
Frogster sitting on the sidewalk by the front door! Larry began thinking Frogster a reincarnated 
princess; he tried on one occasion to talk it out or break up with Frogster, explaining to her that she 
was a frog and he was a human—it just wouldn’t work out. 


Larry placed a water bowl for her outside on the side of the house. Frogster liked the water bowl 
and would sit in it for hours; it was distant enough from the front door that she could not hop fast 
enough, upon hearing Larry’s footsteps, to enter the house when Larry arrived home from school. 
Larry eventually got a temporary reprieve when, as the season got colder, Frogster went into 
underground hibernation. 


The following spring, Frogster, like magic, was at Larry’s front door to greet him as he left for 
school. After a few mornings, another smaller, male-looking frog appeared with her on the 
sidewalk, and thereafter neither was seen. Frogster and her new boyfriend had returned to the 
swampy pond to live happily, for all we knew. 


HORNETS 


Late in the season, fall began approaching. I spotted a large hornets’ nest along a trail in a nearby 
tree on a lower branch. It had become cold outside. The hornets were in a state of hibernation. It 
was easy to break the lower branch and remove the very large and perfect hornets’ hive. I was not 
exactly sure what I was going to do with it, but the structure of hive paper held my attention. I 
carried it carefully back home. On the way back home, I got to thinking about hornets, bees, wasps, 
and yellow jackets. 


Hornets are a type of wasp that are closely related to yellow jackets. They are larger than yellow 
jackets, with a body length of up to 2 inches. Hornets have a black head and thorax, with yellow or 
orange markings on their abdomen. They are found in North America, Europe, Asia, and Africa. 
Hornets build their nests in trees, shrubs, or other structures. The nest is made of paper that the 
hornets chew from wood. Hornets are social insects, and a nest can contain up to 700 individuals. 
The queen hornet is the only one that can lay eggs. The workers are responsible for building the 
nest, collecting food, and caring for the young. The drones are only around during the summer and 
their job is to mate with the queen. Hornets are predators, and they eat a variety of insects, including 
flies, mosquitoes, and caterpillars. They also eat fruits, vegetables, and meat. Hornets are important 
in the ecosystem because they help to control populations of pests. They will sting if they feel 
threatened. The sting of a hornet is painful and can cause allergic reactions in some people. 


Earlier in the year, I had captured a honeybee in a jar of flour. The flour coated the bee and made it 
easier to track. Once the bee was fully coated, I turned it loose from the jar. I had to run fast to keep 
up with it as it flew toward home. I followed the bee across the field and to an old, hollow tree. Up 
high, I could see bees arriving and departing, as they kept a busy schedule of pollinating various 
plants and flowers. Those bees were a bit high up to get to easily, and for the moment were safe 
from any attempt I could make to raid their home for a sweet snack. Bees feed on nectar and pollen, 
the former primarily as an energy source and the latter primarily for protein and other nutrients. 
Most pollen is used as food for larvae. Bee pollination is important both ecologically and 
commercially, and the decline in wild bees has increased the value of pollination by commercially 
managed bees. Bees have a long history of association with humans, and are featured in mythology 
and folklore. Bees appear in Egyptian hieroglyphs from as early as 3000 BC, and the ancient Greeks 
worshiped bees. 


Yellow jackets like living underground and seem to appear from nowhere. Yellow jackets are a type 
of wasp that are often mistaken for bees. They are about half an inch long and have alternating 
yellow and black bands on their abdomen. Yellow jackets are attracted to sweet things, such as fruit, 
soda, and ice cream. They will also eat meat, insects, and other dead animals. Yellow jackets are 
important predators, as they help to control populations of flies, mosquitoes, and other pests. Yellow 
jackets hate and sting things which disturb their nest like loud, noisy, carbon-monoxide-exhaust 
lawnmowers. I thought of Harold, who lived next door. While mowing the lawn he accidentally ran 
over a nest of yellow jackets, It was a vicious attack, they attacked with no mercy, crawling under 
his clothes, in his ears, near his eyes, and up his nose. He almost died from the number of stings. A 
shiver of fear and caution went down my spine as I transported the hibernating hive to the cold 
outside edge of the carport outside. It sat there for days as I thought what project or experimental 
investigation I would conduct. I wanted the just the hive, not the hornets which were inside it. At 
the time, I did not fully understand how dangerous the hornets were, and how essential they are for 
the balance of nature in the woods. Dangerous stinging insects can be thrilling and exciting, but 
they can also cause a lot of hardship and grief. 


Larry's eyes widened as he admired the large hornets’ nest under the carport. "Wow, that's 
amazing!" he exclaimed. "Where did you find it?" 


"T found it in a tree near my house," I said. "The hornets were in hibernation, so I was able to take it 
without them noticing." 


"That's so cool! Can I have it?" 
"Sure," I said. "I was going to throw it away anyway." 
Larry's eyes lit up. "Thanks!" he said. "I'm going to use it for my science project.” 


Larry took the hive home and placed it outside in the cool air. A few days later, he brought it to 
school to show his classmates. He placed it on display near the back of the room, near the heat 
register. Most classrooms in the mornings are still cool, as building managers try to save tax dollars 
by turning the heat on after students arrive. As the heat registers warmed the room, the hive warmed 
up as well, and the hornets came out of hibernation. This happened about the same time in the day 
as the weekly spelling bee. At first there were one or two hornets, then came a few more. As it 
warmed, and before anyone noticed, the hornets began coming out in greater numbers. The swarm 
of hornets about the hive had soon migrated into the classroom. The students and teacher fled the 
classroom, closing the door. Soon hornets were all over the room, and the outside help of a 
beekeeper was needed to move the hive. 


The beekeeper arrived and carefully removed the hive from the classroom. He then took it to his 
shop, where he safely disposed of the hornets. Larry was very apologetic for the incident. He 
promised to be more careful in the future. The teacher was understanding, but she told Larry that he 
would have to stay after class to clean up the mess. Larry spent the rest of the day cleaning up the 
hornets' nest. He swept up the dead hornets and washed the walls and floor. He also put away all of 
the books and papers that had been knocked over when the hornets invaded the classroom. By the 
end of the day, the classroom was clean and the hornets were gone. Larry learned his lesson about 
messing with hornets’ nests, and learned that hornets wake up from hibernation when its warm, and 
he was more careful in the future. 
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SPARKY THE DOG 


Like others my age, I begged my parents for a dog. Eventually my parents relented when I brought 
home a playful furry brown puppy from a nearby neighbor’s litter. I named him Sparky because 
rubbing his fur with a blanket in a darkened room would generate static electric sparks and shocks. 
Sparky did not like being used as a high-voltage electrostatic generator. Studying books from the 
library, I decided instead to build a Lord Kelvin water-drop electrostatic generator to make more 
electricity than I could with Sparky. It is amazing how you can get over seventy-five thousand volts 
from water in tin cans, passing it through tubing with a clothespin clamp to control the flow. The 
flow, turning into droplets falling out of eyedroppers and passing through copper rings, gave up its 
electrical charge as it fell into collection cans insulated from ground with blocks of paraffin. 


We did not have a fenced yard. A dog run created with sturdy wire permitted Sparky more freedom 
and a larger space to play. Much better than a simple chain tied to a post or tree, the “run” would 
allow Sparky a large amount of freedom while confining him to a given area. The area of the dog 
run was just behind the backyard, with the large arched oak tree forward and slightly off center. The 
location was far enough back from the arched oak so as not to interfere with a rope tire swing 
hanging from its bent trunk. A wire about a hundred feet long was attached at one end to a white ash 
tree and the other end to a swamp oak. Near the swamp oak tree was a younger maple tree. A 
doghouse made of plywood was placed between the trees and on a tiled pad made of bricks, 
elevated from the ground to keep it dry. The wire run was high enough so that you would not walk 
into the wire accidentally. A length of chain was clipped on the wire so that the chain could slide the 
length of the wire. The other end of the chain attached to the dog collar. Sparky at first was able to 
break the wire and get loose. The wire run was improved with larger wire and rugged springs on 
each end to take up slack as the anchoring trees swayed from wind. The powerful springs and larger 
wire secured Sparky from getting loose. I worried about summer storms with lighting that could 
strike the trees. 


Here is some basic information about him. George Owen Squier (March 21, 1865 — March 24, 
1934) was an American soldier, scientist, and inventor. He is best known for his work on radio and 
telecommunications, and for his role in the development of Muzak. Squier was born in Dryden, 
Michigan, and graduated from the United States Military Academy at West Point in 1887. He served 
in the Signal Corps, and was stationed in various parts of the United States and the Philippines. In 
1893, he received a Ph. D. in physics from Johns Hopkins University. Squier's early work focused 
on the development of radiotelegraphy. He was one of the first people to recognize the potential of 
radio for military communications, and he played a key role in the development of the Army's radio 
network. He also invented a number of early radio technologies, including the Squier 
synchronizer, which was used to synchronize the timing of multiple radio transmitters. During 
World War I, Squier served as Chief Signal Officer of the Army. In this role, he was responsible for 
the development and deployment of new radio and telecommunications technologies. He also 
played a key role in the establishment of the Signal Corps Radio Intelligence Section, which was 
responsible for monitoring and decoding enemy radio communications. After the war, Squier 
continued to work on the development of radio and telecommunications technologies. He was also 
involved in the development of Muzak, a system for piped music that was first used in public places 
in the 1920s. Squier died in 1934 at the age of 69. He was a pioneer in the field of radio and 


telecommunications, and his work had a significant impact on the development of these 
technologies. 


As a child, I often explored the forests near my home. One day, I came across a Clearing that had 
been recently cleared of trees. The only things left standing were the stumps and a few pieces of 
sawdust. I was puzzled by this, as there were no signs of vehicles or other debris that would have 
been left behind by loggers. It was as if the trees had been magically removed. Near the clearing, I 
found a nail driven into a tree. A length of wire was attached to the nail, but it was too high for me 
to reach. I wondered what it could be for. I had heard that lumberjacks sometimes hung drinking 
cups from nails near sources of water, but there was no water nearby. I later learned that Major 
General George Owen Squier had been experimenting with a device called a "floraphone" in the 
early 1900s. A floraphone is a type of antenna that uses trees as its conductors. Squier believed that 
trees could be used to transmit and receive radio signals. Squier's experiments were conducted in 
the same general area where I had found the clearing. I believe that the nail I found was part of one 
of Squier's experiments. The wire may have been used to connect the tree to a radio receiver. 

I am not sure why Squier chose to clear the trees in that particular spot. Perhaps he was trying to 
create a more ideal environment for his experiments. 


General Squier in 1904 drove a nail into a tree trunk about two-thirds the distance from the top and 
against logic attached an antenna lead to it turning the entire tree into an antenna! It would be 
logical to think the tree having conductive properties in its bark would have simply acted to ground 
out the lead wire but this was not so. Keep in mind the year 1904 was well before “golden age” of 
1920's radio. General Squier experimented with Flora-grams, Flora-graphs, and the Flora-phone 
which he patented in 1905. 


His papers, documents, and publications show a far deeper understanding. The trees were creating, 
manipulating or extracting electric energy. By doing so they could change weather and ease space 
communications. The trees operated in transmission and receive antenna modes, could charge 
batteries and run electrical devices. General Squier and his small team working from a lab on Grant 
road in the District of Columbia conducted experiments and measurements to understand and 
develop the technology. General Squier no doubt had knowledge of atmospheric charge and telluric 
or earth based electrical currents. The use of tree antennas to communicate with aircraft of the time 
show his understanding of communications with objects in motion, directional radio wave phasing 
and beam collimation. 


I am sure, General Squier understood the principles of a relaxation oscillator creating a simple radio 
transmitter. An easily constructed capacitor which when it reaches a threshold discharges into a 
neon bulb. The capacitor made from aluminum foil and wax paper. The power source the tree itself. 
A person only needed to have a few items which could be placed in the pocket, a length of wire, a 
nail, some aluminum foil and wax paper (or old chewing gum wrappers) and finding a rock to act as 
a hammer to drive the nail into a tree. An instant tree -powered radio transmitter connected to tree 
antenna. With proper operation of the electrical oscillations other nearby trees could be “activated” 
(passive and active radiators) ground currents and atmospheric charges employed creating a 
directional self-sustaining array. 


I have no way of proving what surely must be true. In my mind he ranks up there with Tesla, 
Edison, and Bell; yet, there has been so little value on his work in historical context. It has left me 
with a great many questions that have gone unanswered. 


So who; or what in the great orbits of spinning electrons would go into a secluded spot in a wooded 
area and completely remove trees, in the year 1964, leaving only the stumps, and a wire dangling 
from a nail driven into a tree about two-thirds the distanced from the ground to the top? More of a 
mystery is why? Was there something at that precise location that confounded the logic of science? 


I want you to understand that Sparky the dog was electrically connected to a two element phased 
antenna created by the trees on the dog run. Sparky became a living a spark-gap transmitter in 
motion creating radio waves of a magical nature. My supporting evidence is the historical context 
and work of Major General George Owen Squier. 


I don't wish to take from you the wonder that is further ahead on the main trail. I want for you to 
really understand that which is ahead. The paved road of “no return” should you fail to travel on it 
in proper direction will take you near the area of the tree with a nail in it and wire attached. It will 
take you to the Multi-directional Self Sustaining Array in Huntley Meadows Park which is 
constructed of trees planted in precise location in specific way. Living growing trees which can 
control and manipulate forces of immense size beyond comprehension. For those who travel upon 
this road sunlight creates no shadow.. As I type these words, lightning abounds near me, but I want 
all to understand, and so I will repeat in more simple words in hopes making full sense later, as you 
read. 


There are electrical currents of low voltage with high currents which flow in the earths crust near 
the surface, called telluric currents. 


| aaa nace 
The currents altered by electrical bacteria in the soil to which trees are able to communicate. There 
are electrical forces in the atmosphere of high voltage and low current in the atmosphere such as 
lightning and static charged clouds. General Squier observed that plants and in particular living 
trees have electrical properties, his observations indicated that plants in coordinated way could 
change weather. That plants can receive and spread electrical pulses of low frequencies creating 
radio waves. That living plants could charge batteries and light lamps, and run electrical powered 


devices. That such use could serve as a phone, or telegraph, permitting information exchange over 
great distances on the planet and deep into space. 


I have not proof to offer, only reason. I believe General Squier and the crew under him knew how to 
build a low-frequency oscillator which could be powered by the tree itself. When adjusted to 
resonate the electrical pulses grew in intensity; each pulse like the slight push on a swing becoming 
greater and greater. As it grows more intense other trees in sync add to the size. In short interval all 
the nearby trees working together creating massive surges of energy. 


While General Squier died in 1934 his work advanced by those of his crew and later others. I offer 
to reason, a small group in the 1960's took it miles further using a modified AN/GRD-6 as an 
oscillation exciter turning the entire forest into a gigantic antenna. Not knowing you only needed a 
pack of gum with the foil and wax paper wrappers, a bit of wire, a nail, a neon bulb, and a rock to 
energize all the trees on the entire continent from a precise location in the forest which is now 
Huntley Meadows Park. 
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CRYSTAL RADIO-active 


I later assembled a crystal radio set. An AM radio station was nearby, making for easy reception. By 
constructing the radio, I learned the beginnings of electronics and radio waves. The dog run looked 
like a long wire antenna I had constructed for the crystal radio receiver. I connected the crystal radio 
to the dog run wire to see if it would work better than the long wire antenna. Oddly, a faint audio 
sound of a radio station came from the dog collar. This did not seem to bother Sparky. 


Although I had tried my best to train him, Sparky seemed at times aloof. When Sparky was looking 
at me, he would obey commands, and at other times when a command was given and Sparky was 
not looking at me, he would not obey. It dawned on me that Sparky, a smart dog, had hearing 
difficulty. Utilizing what I had discovered, I conducted some tests and learned that Sparky’s paws 
were very sensitive to vibration. If Sparky was nearby, I could pound on the ground with my hands, 
and he would come running to me, even if he was not looking directly at me when the command 
was given. The trick or procedure was first to get Sparky’s attention by pounding on the ground and 
then giving a visual command. Sparky was eventually trained to follow a few commands using hand 
shapes roughly corresponding to American Indian Sign Language. 


*Embracing the Indian culture, Clark while befriending Tashunkewitko (Crazy Horse) ate dog 
meat; part of a formal ceremony. For some tribal groups as repulsive and savage as it may seem, 
dog was not simply a pet or work animal but also food. Crazy Horse knew he was befriended; the 
offering of dog meat bearing deep meaning of “one killing a friend” for gratification, symbolized by 
eating dog. Tashunkewitko was given a black stone to protect him from bullets by Woptura a 
medicine man. In battle Tashunkewitko placed the black stone behind the ear of Inyan his horse so 
they would ride as one in battle. 


Near Fort Robinson May 5, 1877 ina meeting along with He Dog, Iron Crow, Little Big Man, Clark 
and others, sitting upon a blanket, words spoken by Tashunkewitko unveils an answer, “| have 
given all | have to Red Cloud.” Tashunkewitko had given the Black Stone to Red Cloud, along with 
his jacket. The black stone from an ancient time very long ago transparent to infrared light 
contained information, the jacket an immense library of encoded DNA in its constructions, far 
greater in size than a library of Alexandria. A short time later Tashunkewitko (Crazy Horse ) was 
killed by stab wounds, the historical accounting varied. A rider in a storm, no photo ever taken ; 
Cha-O-Ha born 1840 with light curly hair, in the wilderness, among the trees, one with nature , like 
the flash of lightning on his face , existed briefly with great energy, then departed with the thunder, 
September 5, 1877. Clark, later died unexpectedly, 1884 in Washington D.C. The book published 
from his extensive written notes. 


By watching Sparky’s actions and observing rabbits, I gained insight into animal communication. 
Rabbits communicate warnings by thumping their feet against the ground. Sparky could sense their 
thumping and would frantically begin searching for them. Sparky loved chasing rabbits, creating 
panic among them as they scurried in disarray. 


A short time later, I disconnected the crystal radio from the dog run. The faint sound of the radio 
station continued coming from Spark’s fancy discount store collar. In some way, the brief 
connection of the crystal radio set to the dog run had altered the dog’s unusual fancy discount store 
dog collar. I was unable to find how the fancy dog collar worked. Sparky with his collar was a 
musical dog. On a quiet day, when Sparky went into his doghouse, the sound became louder, with 
the doghouse acting like a bass reflex speaker cabinet and amplifying the sound. 


I later learned that the dog run, collar, and electrostatic sparks generated by Sparky acted like a 
spark gap type of radio transmitter. The dog run with springs acted as loading coils, creating a 
functional, variable-tuned long wire antenna. The frequency wavelength was determined by the 
place of the sliding chain along the wire. When the dog ran and moved about on dry days, the static 
charge created a radio signal strong enough to back-feed into a nearby AM radio receiver, 
amplifying the effect inside the superheterodyne mixer oscillator stage, resulting in a frequency 
conversion transmitting signals on military frequencies. Little did I realize Sparky was wreaking 
havoc. His mysterious radio transmissions were being received on military radio detection 
equipment as new top secret communications. The signal was not detectable by normal methods; it 
was a new type of low-power, ultrawideband burst modulation. It sounded like static background 
noise you would hear on an AM radio receiver tuned to a blank channel. A small part of the 
bandwidth falling near the AM broadcast spectrum was amplified by heterodyne mixing, making it 
detectable. 
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WEATHER STATION 


The weather station I constructed in the third grade was a simple but ingenious device. It used a 
variety of tools and materials I had on hand, and it was able to measure a variety of weather 
conditions, including barometric pressure, temperature, humidity, and wind speed. I was puzzled by 
the fact that the neon lights in the weather station remained weakly lit even when the power was 
disconnected. I eventually figured out that this was due to atmospheric electricity. During the day, 
the sun emits photons, which carry a positive charge. These photons interact with the air molecules 
in the atmosphere, causing them to become charged. This charge builds up over the course of the 
day, and it can be discharged in the form of lightning. The wires from my weather station acted as 
conductors, allowing the electricity from the atmosphere to flow into the device. The neon lights 
were then able to light up, even without any power being supplied to them. 


I noticed that the neon lights flashed on and off in an erratic repeating pattern. This was due to the 
fact that the atmosphere is constantly changing. The amount of charge in the atmosphere varies 
depending on the time of day, the weather conditions, and other factors. The pattern of intermittent 
flashes or light bursts from the neon bulbs traced to times of an approaching electrical storm, or 
Sparky happily running back and forth along the dog run, unknowingly transmitting an 
ultrawideband burst modulated radio signal. The variation in charge caused the neon lights to flash 
on and off. I was fascinated by the idea of using atmospheric electricity to generate power. I 
conducted experiments in an attempt to harness this energy, but was unsuccessful. 


I needed to ionize the atmosphere in a staged progression at various heights and create layers of 
conductive air plasma to conduct electricity to wires at various altitudes, a process akin to creating a 
lightning discharge. To get greatest power extraction, the discharge rate needed to be controlled by 
varying the thickness of conductive plasma layer channels while controlling thickness of the 
insulative or charged dielectric air holding the charge. Conductive plasma air layers act like 
resistive capacitive plates with insulative or charged dielectric air holding the charge. I did not have 
the needed tools, materials, and equipment. 


Atmospheric electricity has been known for centuries. In the 1800s, telegraphers would often 
experience interference from atmospheric electricity. To compensate, they would reverse the upper 
and lower wires of the telegraph. The lower wires were then used for telegraphic signals, as the 
upper wires were too susceptible to interference from atmospheric electricity. The best time to send 
a telegram was early morning, before the noonday sun. 


In my youthful attempt to understand, measure, and predict the weather, I neglected to measure 
atmospheric charge levels. This is understandable, as atmospheric charge level is not typically 
mentioned by weather forecasters. However, atmospheric charge level can have a significant impact 
on weather patterns. There is a growing body of research on the relationship between atmospheric 
charge level and weather. One study found that a decrease in atmospheric charge level can precede 
the onset of thunderstorms. This suggests that atmospheric charge level may be a useful tool for 
predicting severe weather events. 


This image was created by Bing Al to show the ionospheric charge clouds with different colors 
indicating intensity in relation to atmospheric discharges along with moisture (rain) clouds. 


THE FISH TANK 


When I was a kid, our TV broke. We couldn't afford to fix it, so my parents bought me a fish tank 
instead. I was thrilled! I loved watching the fish swim around. I read about fish and setup, my tank 
was ready for colorful fish. It was difficult to decide at the pet store from the large assortment of 
fish. Eventually, we arrived home with several plastic bags of colorful, active pets. There was a 
spotted small catfish I named Rufus; two angelfish, each the size of a quarter; five zebra fish; a 
male and female black molly (live-bearers), and one small platy. For hours, the family would sit in 
the living room watching tropical fish and reading books or newspapers. It was better than blaring 
commercials of recorded TV shows. It was our new TV of sorts, and it was “live.” 


After a while, I started to feel like something was missing. The fish were great, but they weren't 
very interactive. I wanted them to do something more than just swim around. So, I started playing 
music for them. I thought they might enjoy it. At first, they just ignored me. But then, one day, I 
noticed that they were swimming in time to the music! I was so excited! I started playing different 
types of music for them, and they seemed to like it all. I started with playing classical hi-fi music 
while watching the fish; next, I jazzed up the lighting with red colored lights, then with colorful 
multicolored blinking lights over the tank. The fish seemed to take to the new lighting. I switched 
over to go-go (rock) music. I sure liked the difference, and the fish seemed all right. I documented 
my observations of the fish listening to music as a science project. 


One morning, I awoke to see baby black mollies swimming in the tank. I added more plants, so the 
fry would not get eaten, and put some of them in a small plastic floating tank, which protected the 
young fry until they grew larger. Once they had grown, I sold them to friends and gave others away. 
Over a length of time, I added colorful plastic items to the tank. It looked like a futuristic 
underwater world, with large apple snails cleaning the glass sides of the tank, and the light and 
music show had become a marvel of the living room, with visitors and friends chatting, drinking 
coffee and hot chocolate, munching on cookies or crisps, and talking about tropical fish. 


Sound travels faster under water, and I knew the fish were not hearing music in the same way as I 
was hearing it. Placing some speakers in plastic bags to protect them from water, I connected the 
speakers to the hi-fi external speaker connector on the Stromberg Carlson console in the living 
room and put on some rock music. I noticed that the fish were starting to get really excited. They 
were Swimming around really fast, and their fins were flapping furiously. I thought it was hilarious! 
I'll never forget them. They were the best fish I ever had. 


The music started sounding strange and distorted; somehow, water leaked through the plastic bags, 
and the hi-fi made a popping sound. I instantly pulled the speakers from the water. The lucky fish 
remained unharmed. Electrical currents remained inside the leaking plastic bags. It was the end of 
the experiment, the speakers soaked and ruined. The hi-fi, which had internal speakers, acted 
strangely afterward, receiving military radio voice communications for some type of warfare 
exercise drill. 


It was the 1960s; nuclear warfare and missile dangers were on the minds of many, and these were 
the days of spy satellites, CORONA targets, secret projects, and so on. It was a time of great 
developments in science and stepping into space—a time of wonder and adventure for those who 
were young. There are places that few see, which have survived the ravages of time and hold 
wonderment beyond your wildest imagination. Other places hold deadly dangers and dark secrets 
beyond belief. When you are young, the concept of war with horrors of death is something on TV; it 
does not seem real when you are young. 


BING Al 


THE WOODS TO THE LEFT 


The wooded area behind the house could be grouped into two main areas. To the left, or west, was a 
military installation Fort Belvoir; to the right, or east, was another area a Naval Communications 
site more challenging to navigate, having only a few trails. 


The trails and paths to WAL (wooded area to the left) were the most often hiked, leading past frog 
ponds and areas where young training recruits would practice tactics, rules, and maneuvers. You 
traveled mostly on foot; there were dirt bike paths and trails, but they ended about halfway into the 
woods. The partially broken hi-fi allowed us, friends and myself, to eavesdrop on military voice 
communications. By listening to code words and the amount of voice traffic, we could estimate 
when military practice maneuvers were in progress. Over time, we could decipher prep-staging 
locations. Practice gunfire sounds could be heard during evening hours of mock warfare. 


On weekends and holidays afterward, a group of neighborhood kids would make a “fox run,” 
walking through the woods and searching for machine gun nests, practice ammo, ammo boxes, 
chocolate bars in stashed ration meals, flashlights, and other light gear hidden or stashed or that had 
been lost. Older kids of the group used gunpowder from disassembled ammo to make fireworks and 
super large firecrackers. For kids, military, war, and all that goes with it somehow seemed like 
another game, like football, basketball, or baseball. It seemed a thing distant—something not real, 
seen only on television movies. 


Like others my age, I had a chemistry set, which I experimented with from time to time, extracting 
chemical formulations from plants, making purple inks from poke weed berries, learning about 
acids and bases, extracting mineral compounds from rocks and dirt, and growing ornate crystals. I 
recall a day when suddenly adult reality began. Instead of trying to make firecrackers, I mixed 
chemicals from the chemistry set along with some sugar. I placed a chemical charge in a rocket 
motor design I had copied, dug a hole with a shovel, and placed the device into it. I was curious but 
wary of the danger. From a quarter of a mile away in the field, I electrically ignited the motor for a 
Static test. 


The hyper intensity sound was unlike anything I had heard before: there was a terrific roaring sound 
and then an explosion. It was very loud, my ears rang a bit, and the windows in every house nearby 
rattled—some cracked and broke. Then, as if God himself had placed his hand on my shoulder, was 
the feeling that I had opened a door that I was much to young to open—but never again. Reality had 
left an imprint on my soul. Never again did I mess with volatile chemical reactions. The crater from 
my “experiment” was about three feet in depth and diameter, from a chemical charge the size of a 
small pencil. 


WASHING MACHINE 


The explosion was such that it took me back to an earlier age at a previous house located in 
Burgundy Village. My mom was having problems doing the wash. When the laundry was finished 
in the washer and dryer, some clothing had dark black grease spots and blobs. She talked to the 
“head of the household,” or Dad, about the problem. Like most hardworking people, he did not have 
much in the way of money to call a repairman, so he decided to take on the task himself. It was a 
warm spring day. The windows and doors on the house were open. He started work on the washer 
and determined grease was coming from underneath the agitator. He decided the only solvent for 
grease was gasoline. 


I was outside playing in the yard and came inside to get a drink of water from the kitchen, where the 
laundry machines were. I was just in the kitchen doorway when I noticed my dad with a gasoline 
can getting ready to pour gasoline into the washing machine. My mom shouted as loud as she could, 
Eee _wvhicn I did without question! She ran out the outside kitchen door, and I 
ran out the front door, pushing the screen door open. I was about in the middle of the front yard 
when I turned and looked back at the house. The screen door, which had a long, metal spring 


attached to it, began to close. At the same time the screen door slammed shut, there was a very loud 
explosion! 


My mom, crying, told me not to go into the house. She went into the house cautiously, fearful of 
what she would find. From what seemed out of nowhere, thirty kids on bicycles in a massive group 
came up the street. The explosion was heard for blocks. People and kids for blocks around were 
trying to find out what exploded and where. Still stunned at what had happened, I did not say a 
word. I was allowed inside the house a short while later, only to see my dad a bit dazed, his 
eyebrows and part of his hair burnt and smelling awful from the burned hair. He was fortunate to be 
alive. 


As I learned, he had poured gasoline into the washing drum to dissolve the grease, then turned the 
selector knob to the drain and spin cycle. Gasoline pumped down into the sewer system from the 
washing machine ignited. For a while, talk was that sewer gas caused the explosion that was heard 
throughout the neighborhood. 


It turned out that a protective cap on the dryers’ drum had come off, exposing the shaft bearing, and 
black grease had gotten on some of the clothes as they came into contact with the exposed area. We 
never did call the repairman; my dad replaced both the washer and dryer with new machines A 
sturdy military like constructed top loading Norge washer. It had back lighted controls with spin 
balance auto shutdown to keep it from walking across the floor like a crazed monster. The Norge 
gas dryer was equally quality constructed. The Norge machines lasted many years and what must 
have been thousands of hours use. My mom remained fearful of asking dad to fix anything for a 
long time afterward. 


Gasoline should never be used for cleaning! At the time, many people used it as a cheap solvent 
and cleaner. Today, there are low cost and much better cleaning products. On a sad note, two 
friends who lived on the corner block of Keeler and Noel street lost their dad when a glass container 
of gasoline he was using ignited near a gas furnace. The explosion took away both his life and their 
joy of childhood. It made life for his family extremely difficult. 


INFRASONIC RESONATOR 


I can imagine the disappointment when the soldiers found the previously stashed gear and supplies 
gone or missing. The military installation on the left (WAL) or Fort Belvoir also had a lot of car 
parts and mechanical trash from soldiers pulling engines and such in the far edges of areas used to 
practice. There was also a nuclear installation of some sort, with radiation warning signs and an 
electric fence. It was possible to get around the electric fence and enter undetected. Inside the area 
were underground bunkers with heaters used for satellite infrared heat detection calibration and 
large reinforced concrete bunkers with walls five to six feet thick that looked like some amazingly 
powerful force had exploded them. The bunkers were not destroyed by explosives, as no powder 
residue or burn marks were on the concrete. There was no sign of a jackhammer or other 
mechanical device. I remained puzzled until I found an obscure book at the library covering 
infrasonic (low-frequency) sound wave generators (ISG). I then realized the bunkers had been 
destroyed by an ISG using harmonic resonation. It is difficult to imagine something simple as low- 
frequency sound breaking five- to six-foot-thick concrete. 


There were also types of small nuclear marked reactors in the area that had cooling tubes covering 
entire football-field-sized areas—perhaps for satellite or submarine power reactor testing. 


The dirt and gravel roads in these areas provided plenty of warning sound: in the quiet environment, 
you could always hear workers or soldiers approaching and make a dash for the woods. I wondered 
about the electricity generating equipment and was curious where all the power was going. Nearby 
were underground trenches, some with power cables that led off in a northeasterly direction toward 
the woods of the Naval Communications site. This was an area few kids ever went because it had 
no appeal of explosive practice ammo, ration food, or military flashlights. 


The wooded area to the right (or WAR) had only a partial trail leading to it. 


Improvements to the trail to make it more easily traversed were done using a two man saw, the kind 
used by lumberjacks to fell trees. A small buck saw of about seven or eight feet in length and large 
cutting teeth. Later trees were cleared back to another east/west trail by bulldozers creating an area 
for subdivision extension. A few trees were left behind the house on Keeler street including the 
curved oak tree . This created a large field which later filled with growths and made a great play 
area for several years. A high voltage power line was run along the edge of the cleared area making 
for excitement during summer storms as lightning struck the lines multiple times. The path of the 
trail can be detected as it passes between hand sawn logs which had fallen across the trail in the 
1960's. The start of the trail can be found existing between Fitzroy and Caledonia streets , that is to 
say at the edge of the woods traveling west from Frye road before you reach the second set of 
power poles. Following straight, in like manner to Keeler Street the house location. Near the start 
of the trail at the time were numerous sassafras plants. This is the trail which leads to the paved road 
of “no return” should you fail to traverse upon it in proper direction. I inform you so you can 
delight in the knowledge, but you are discouraged from traveling upon it to prevent distress to the 
environment, wildlife and possibly yourself. 


After several forays and the static rocket motor test, it became more fun and challenging to venture 
into the woods, finding edible plants and berries. Depending on the season, blackberries, 
blueberries, and butternut trees produced bountiful treats. I became quite good at remembering 
locations of animal burrows and different herbal plants. It may seem, from the way I am telling, that 
I simply walked or hiked in the woods alone. Such is not the case. Most times the hiking was with 
others—my brother, neighborhood playmates, or Sparky. We could hike undetected by others on the 
trail. 


There is some technique and skill to real hiking. First, you need to plan; you need to decide the type 
of walk. Is it a walk for distance? Are you going to study something? Or perhaps a casual stroll, 
meandering about? You need to understand we did not travel in a defined group along the trail. We 
traveled quietly alone, at a shouting distance from one another but not within sight of one another. 
Should another person be met, a signal was given, and the rest of the group remained hidden and 
silent, unless given an all-clear signal. There were reasons for this: we learned more, and it was 
safer—others could leave and return with help if needed without endangering themselves. 


Sparky was well trained and would run wildly, keeping well distant from us unless something 
caught his attention. When Sparky spotted something, he would make a speedy dash across the trail 
in front of you and continue running. You could only hear the rustling of the leaves from his actions. 
Sparky’s dog collar was removed from his neck before bringing him along so he would seem like a 
“wild dog.” First-time hikers unfamiliar with the “Speedy Sparky Dash” (or SSD) maneuver would 
scream in fear when they saw a brown, furry blur running at top speed across the trail in front of 
them from out of nowhere! A distant single bark signaled something unusual: an animal or person. 
Normally you never saw Sparky when you took him along until you were almost back at home. 


On a nice day, nothing compared to setting up a hammock among the trees, reading a good book, 
and enjoying sunlight filtering down from the tree canopy along with a gentle breeze and rustling of 
leaves. A hammock and book can take you on an adventure where you can learn amazing things. 


The Hammock 


I had strung up a large sturdy white hammock made of solid heavy cotton canvas fabric between 
two favorable trees. While not overly heavy the strong white cloth had brass grommets at each end. 
An interwoven rope was braided and fastened to heavy Iron rings in manner of balloon load ring 
weaving. 


The heavy canvas acting as sturdy waterproofed shelter in strong winds was large enough in size to 
offer full protection of warmth and dryness in the event of a cooling summer rain shower. Attached 
to the iron rings at each end was a long thicker rope which could securely be wrapped about a tree 
trunk. It was not just a hammock, it was shelter from the elements, it could be configured to act as a 
sail or with frame a temporary canvas boat, configured as a simple tent or used as a large kite to lift 
antenna cable in strong winds. By placing poles on each side you could make an emergency hand 
carry stretcher/litter for rescue, or construct a sling drag more properly called a travois; used by 
plains Indians to transport heavy loads without wheels. In a dryer climate it could be used to collect 
rainwater for drinking and provide shade from the hot sun. It wasn't a simple hammock, it was a 
universal survival tool. 


In addition to the hammock I had packed some food snacks, beverage and the important well worn 
and faded book for reading earlier obtained for low cost at a yard sale. The day was warm but not 
overly so and the insects were kept at bay by hungry birds. I settled in adjusted the rope tension to 
my liking and comfort and placed a pillow. I opened the book's cover and began reading. 


The book was tattered, yet sturdy. A collection of stories, and I was soon engrossed in the first one. 
It was about a man who was lost, yet was flying about, it was part story and seemed as part of a 
journal documenting his travels. I was amazed by the man's resourcefulness, and I couldn't put the 
book down. I read for hours, after a while closing my eyes. I lay back in the hammock and closed 
my eyes. The gentle swaying of the hammock was soothing, and I soon drifted off to sleep. I 
dreamed of far-off places and exciting adventures. Upon waking later. I felt like I had been on an 
adventure myself. The sun was setting, and the sky was ablaze with color. I took a deep breath of 
the fresh air and smiled........ 


The year is 1852. Henri Giffard, a French engineer, has just invented the steam-powered airship. On 
September 24th, at 5:15 pm, he takes his airship on its maiden voyage. The airship is a marvel of 
engineering, weighing over 400 pounds and powered by a steam engine. Giffard travels 27 
kilometers from Paris to Elancourt, returning to land after dark. 


Some people believe that Giffard traveled much further than that. One person claims to have seen 
him at the start of his journey clean-shaven, yet upon landing fully bearded! Was it simply the 
smudge of coal on his face? Or did something more happen during that journey? Thirty years later, 
in 1882, Giffard dies by suicide. Some believe it was a ruse, enabling him to vanish without a trace. 
Others believe he was murdered. His estate and legacy are left to the public to resolve. 


Many years later, a ragged and faded journal is found in a dust-covered and well-worn chest in an 
old shop in Paris. The journal is a compilation of information, including encoded translations, 
fragmented logbook entries, DNA text samples, tattered documents, and cryptic notes. The journal 
describes a great airship with large propellers, an old yet determined airship captain named Henri, a 
whale named Jennifer, a turtle named Josh, a mischievous crab-eater, and a pet crow named 
Oswald. It outlines in detail a wondrous lighter-than-air craft in the shape of a modern-day football, 
and later of catamaran construction covered with netting and filled with lighter-than-air gases such 
as coal gas, methane, ammonia, helium, and hydrogen. 


The journal also tells of people on the ground running into each other while chasing about trying to 
keep sight of the airborne ship in a game-like fashion of football. It tells of an adventure to find 
rock-eating creatures. In the passages of time with endless realities, nine minutes is a lifetime of 
events and the number of trails or pathways without end. What happened to Henri Giffard? Did he 
really travel to other worlds in his airship? The fictionized journal offers tantalizing clues, but the 
truth may never be known. 
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UNTITILED TATTERED BOOK 
CHAPTER 1 


Henri commanded his ship with all the pomp of a pirate captain with Oswald perching on his 
shoulder; like a proud parrot; while at the helm steering the airship in the gentle breezes aloft in the 
clouds. Mark was standing on the ground below and heard a voice...” Ahoy! Down there; can you 
fasten the line to keep er' from a drifting” called the captain. Mark looked about seeing nothing, 
again the captain hollered from above and flung a long rope down from the ship. Mark seeing the 
rope drop near his feet looked upward and spotted an Airship floating gently with it's propellers 
turning slowly as the ship to drifted slightly to the West. He tied the line to an antenna mast 
projecting upwards and the ship slowly descended downward to the ground. The line being pulled 
taught from the slight wind. 


Henri introduced himself. "Captain of the Halwis, the best airship in the skies above!" he exclaimed 
with a wide smile, trying to be friendly. 


Susan, a recently orphaned bright red-haired girl of about nine years, peered out from a portal on 
the gondola control car, attached to the large oval football-shaped blimp. 


"Let me introduce you to Susan," said the captain. "This is Susan, explorer extraordinaire...and that 
dog beside her is Funwabi." 


Mark cautiously boarded the strange-looking craft. 


Mark looked them over carefully, looking for clues as to their intentions. Funwabi, a medium-sized 
dog, looked a bit different, having brightly painted orange toenails and blue-tipped ears. Noting 
Mark's intense staring at Funwabi, Susan remarked, "You probably noticed Funwabi's ears. I 
developed a special formula to keep the ticks from bothering her. And her toenails...well, a girl just 
has to look nice, especially for visitors." 


Looking at Susan's black-painted fingernails, Mark nodded in agreement, with some caution. "Let 
me show you the ship and explain why we stopped here. We need some assistance and help aboard 
the Halwis," Henri said. "I've determined by scientific reasoning that space dust and meteors hitting 
the earth are causing it to increase in size. At some point, the earth will enlarge to an extent with 
intense gravitational pull, causing people to become smaller and smaller." 


Mark noted Henri's stature as he continued. "You see, I'm looking for a rather rare, strange creature. 
One that eats rocks. I'm also searching for new sources of lighter-than-air gas for the Halwis." He 
pointed upwards to the football-shaped dirigible containing the lifting gas. 


Mark became ever more interested as Henri continued with the tour, inside the gondola. 

"I designed her myself," he said, referring to the Halwis. "Made of special composite layered fabric 
with a new polymer for added strength and self-sealing in case of puncture. It can extract moisture 
from the clouds, change shape, and color like a chameleon, and it can produce solar power for the 


gondola car." 


Is that what powers the propellers?" Mark asked timidly. 


"Nope," Henri responded. "See those giant magnifying lens objects attached over there?" he asked, 
pointing off to the right rear of the gondola. "Those are the sun streamers. As light as air they are, 
and much lighter than glass." The apex of the sun's rays beamed off from a darkened tank, making it 
glow a dim red. 


"The Halwis is a steam-powered ship," Henri continued. "Light from the sun heats the water and 
powers the propellers, but it also has jet steam." 


Mark, thinking for a bit, misunderstood. "Jet stream?" he repeated. 


"No," said Henri, who then pressed a button on the control console. The mighty airship lurched, 
tugging tightly on the attached line as jets of steam from the thrusters made misty jets. Mark 
rebounded slightly from the lurch. 


Henri laughed. "Just checking the anchor line and letting off a little steam, making sure you 
attached the line good," he said. "Had the pressure been up to full steam, those thrusters would have 
broken the line. In flight, they are only good for high speed of short duration." 


With a twinkle in his eye, Henri pressed another button, and the airship looked like a giant crow, 
with the outline fading to match the color of the sky. He looked at the crow on his shoulder. 
"Oswald," he said, "looks like you." Oswald let out a loud "caw, caw" sound in response." 


Henri continued with his presentation, ever proud of the Halwis. 


"The gondola car is airtight for high-altitude flights," he said. "It has living quarters, a science lab, 
and a kitchen with a great cook." Susan smiled, indicating that Henri was espousing her cooking 
talents, which included seafood. 


"The gondola has propellers on the underside, which let it ride on a cushion of air overland, like a 
hovercraft of sorts," he continued. "And it can dive underwater for a limited depth of about 30 
meters. The Flettner rotors, elevators, rudder, propellers, sails, and steam propulsion system alter 
wind shear, controlling direction. The walls of the gondola are composed of aluminum alloy and 
carbon-is-graphine, the material used in standard number two pencils, designed to effect electrical 
storage. The dielectric and conductive layers in the balloon fabric act like a giant capacitor to store 
electricity and keep the craft safe from lightning strikes and discharges. By applying electrical 
voltage to the layer of balloon fabric containing modified corn starch, the shape of the gas bag can 
be changed. On a hot day, the sun streamers can be adjusted to heat the bottom plate of the gondola 
so as to levitate on a layer of steam over water at high speed." 


Henri, a distant relative, had stopped by previously to explain an aero-camping adventure lasting 8- 
10 weeks. He promised Mark's parents, that Mark, a young lad of eight years, would be back in 
time for the start of school in the fall. They agreed with Henri's need of assistance, as Mark seemed 
to always get into a bit of summer mischief and trouble, having not much to be occupied while 
many of his friends spent the long summer days near the beaches, in the mountains, or helped out 
on the farm. 


Henri briefly mentioned that they would be traveling to an ocean lab retreat located inside an 
artificial iceberg to study wildlife and weather variations. 


Mark curious, “ Does it use propellers underwater?” 


Henri replied , “They work best in the air, underwater electric propulsion systems (UEPS) are a type 
of marine propulsion system that uses electricity to move a vessel through the water. Water jets, 
high pressure steam, or the Hydrodynamic drive using electrodes to create an electromagnetic force 
are present on our craft.” 


"However, for travel underwater, it's much faster to use a whale," Henri said. "I've made a 
breakaway harness that can be attached between the whale and gondola, and a 'steering pod' that 
attaches near the whale's forehead by suction to give directional commands, somewhat in fashion of 
a horse drawn coach. It's not one horsepower, it's one whale-power!" he said with a laugh. 


As the tour continued, Mark noted gear stashed in the corner near Funwabi's dog bedding. 
"What's that stuff?" he asked. 


Susan responded, "It's Funwabi's hiking gear. Those long strap-like watch things are flashlights that 
attach to Funwabi's legs for travel at night. And this," she said, pointing to a small pack, "is the 
instrumentation pack with first aid kit and rescue gear. But this is the greatest," she said, pointing to 
a strange-looking dog collar. "This collar lets Funwabi talk and has a mini camera." 


"Talk!" Mark said in amazement. 


Susan continued, "It uses neuromuscular sensors which sense electrical nerves controlling muscles, 
and generates human-sounding computer-generated speech of short phrases. It took Funwabi a bit 
of practice, and she only says short phrases, but it is understandable. It's almost lunch time. You 
look hungry. Time for a light snack," she said, and began setting the table placed on the porch-like 
open area of the gondola surrounded by railing. 


When Susan went back inside to get more food items, Oswald swooped down and grabbed a cheese 
doodle corn snack from a plate on the table. 


[Ivan hearing a fluffing of wings looked up at that moment to see the crow which was in the tree 
nearby swooping down and grabbing a corn chip from his snack plate. A strange feeling came over 
him, it was as if he was in the story itself. ] 


Funwabi began barking at Oswald. Oswald imitated Funwabi and made a dog-like barking sound 
after devouring his cheesy snack. Susan appeared in the doorway with more food. "Now you stop 
that, both of you!" she said. She placed some bird food for Oswald on a perch and dog food in a 
metal bowl for Funwabi on the porch-like floor with a magnetic click. 


"Magnets keep the dishes from moving about in flight, but the food is not magnetic," she remarked. 
"Sometimes you need to eat quickly in the direction it is sliding from off the plate!" 


After eating their meals, Oswald and Funwabi began batting about a ping-pong ball in a strange 
fashion against each other. Mark wondered how they kept score of the game. Susan, seeming to 


read Mark's thoughts, said, "They just play until one of them gets tired. I think the loser is the one 
who gets tired first. What do you think, Mark?" 

Mark remained silent for a moment, then remarked, "I'm not sure. I haven't watched them play 
enough times.” 


"I mean, what do you think about the Halwis and spending the summer drifting about in the clouds 
and making new adventures?" Susan asked. 


After another pause, Mark responded, "I'm not sure, but I like the idea of making new discoveries." 


Susan's hair shimmered like reddish fire as she spoke. "There is much you will need to learn, and it 
will be a challenge, before you reach a point of recompense. Where all you have learned and 
acquired will provide reward." 


Henri, sitting quietly in thought nearby, spoke up. "I'll leave it to you, Susan, to bring him up to 
snuff, while I tend to the rigging and do a complete preflight checkout. We will rise with the sun in 
the morning, and I have lots to get done before nightfall, as it is already after the noon hour." Henri 
arose and began inspecting the rope netting for any flaws. 


Mark remained silent as Susan began. “The Halwis uses a balloon inside of a balloon. The inside 
balloon is filled with a small amount of Hydrogen and mostly filled with Helium, which is not 
flammable. The outside balloon is filled with ammonia gas which can be compressed and cooled to 
liquid form. It acts as the ballast so we can stay aloft for long periods of time. The ammonia can be 
exchanged with methane for added lift, which is somewhat more dangerous to use.” 


“Temperature affects the density of the lifting gas, making it expand as it heats up. In a hot air 
balloon, the less dense heated air is what provides the upward buoyancy or lift from the displaced 
air. The Halwis does get some lift from the heating by sunlight, but the primary lift is from the 
Hydrogen/Helium of the inner balloon, with additional lift and ballast control from the ammonia in 
the outside gas containment, which can be heated or cooled and compressed into liquid form. The 
weight of the ammonia gas does not change, only the volume. We don't need sand or stones for 
ballast, and the ammonia gas is not vented away to control altitude. A very clever design, by Henri.” 
Susan continued, “The Coanda effect causes air to ‘stick’ along the balloon surface, which can be 
modified by changing its shape. Air blowing from any direction of the compass can be bent 
downward to provide additional lifting thrust, by controlling the shape of the outer balloon surface 
and adjusting the Magnus effect rotors.” 


Susan sensed Mark becoming quickly overwhelmed. “It’s alright, introduction lesson over for the 
day.” 


Mark was somewhat entranced and exhausted at the same time. Here was a girl, not the doll and 
house playing type, but one who seemed to know a great amount about flying airships, a person 
willing to share scientific interests. His mind had indeed wandered, but was quickly drawn back to 
the present. 


Susan said, "I need you to help me catch some butterflies. I'm studying them to understand how 
they fly about and how the shape of their wings affects airflow. I use them to help in weather 
prediction." 


She brought out two large catching nets attached to a pole and then explained its use. "This is how 
you use the net," she began. "When the butterfly settles on a flower or plant, you place the net over 
it like this, and gently twist the pole so that the net folds over the opening." She demonstrated using 
an imaginary butterfly on a nearby plant. "Then you gently unfold the net over this jar so the 
butterfly is in the jar, and place the lid with holes on top." 


Mark, confident in his knowledge about insects, thought to himself, "This should be easy." 
Mark caught a butterfly and placed it in the jar, and exclaimed, "I've got one!" 


Susan returned in short order with three colorful butterflies she had caught and placed in the 
catching jar. Then they both went into the science lab on board the Halwis. In the lab was a sort of 
large transparent closet with plants and flowers. Susan attached the bottles to a small door. Then she 
noted that Mark had caught a large moth instead of a butterfly, and explained the differences to 
Mark. 


"[ have not tried using moths for weather predictions," Susan remarked, "but you just never know." 
She grinned, making Mark feel at ease. 


Mark was a bit unsure of all he had yet to learn, and still a bit taken aback by a girl that did not play 
with dolls. 


Susan began espousing her knowledge of the creatures, much of it unknown by Mark. "Butterflies 
hear with their wings," she said, "and in a way it is like they are dancing to the quiet notes of micro 
wind currents. For us it would be like hearing with our hands. Even on a calm day there are minute 
air currents dancing about." 


Before bad weather and storms appear, they take shelter from the hard raindrops that seem like 
falling rocks to them. On the Halwis, they are used to predict storms. Sometimes I manage to train 
them a bit. I tag a few with a particle of magnetized hematite containing information. I feed them 
honeysuckle nectar. After a short time, I turn them loose back into the wild and catch new ones for 
replacements. 


"Watch and learn," Susan said. She placed her hand into the transparent butterfly chamber and 
rubbed her two middle fingers against her thumb. Then she turned her palm upwards. 


Mark watched in amazement as a butterfly in the chamber took flight from its perchment and landed 
on her palm. Susan removed the butterfly from the chamber and placed a small thimble of nectar on 
her palm alongside the butterfly for it to enjoy. The butterfly then ate its fill and began flying about 


the room. Then Susan again rubbed her fingers and thumb together. The butterfly returned to her 
palm and she gently placed it back into the chamber. 


Mark, in astonishment, said in fragmented words, "How did...you're kidding...I can't believe...my 
eyes!" 

Susan began calmly, "It's a secret I will share with you. People can talk in all kinds of ways. Watch 
again closely." 


This time, Susan rubbed her first finger and thumb together in a circular motion. Funwabi walked 
into the room wagging her tail. Mark looked at Susan in a confused manner. 


Susan patted Funwabi and sent her into another room out of visible sight. 


"Did you figure out the secret yet?" Then she began explaining, "It's difficult to talk when you can't 
hear what you are saying. It's not sign language. It is talking in a frequency range you can not hear. 
Look at your fingers, your fingerprints. When you rub your fingers together, you make sounds up to 
60 KHz in frequency. The upper end of frequency for humans is considered to be at most 20 KHz, 
however the butterflies and Funwabi can hear much higher than we can. The trained butterfly and 
Funwabi both heard me talking with my fingers. Now you try it." 


Mark rubbed his finger and thumb together in a circular motion. Funwabi came into the room with 
her tail wagging. Mark patted Funwabi. 


Mark was at a loss for words. He looked at Susan and rubbed his fingers together. Susan looked 
back and rubbed her fingers together. Funwabi barked once. Then they both laughed, neither 
hearing what they had said to the other. 


It was now fast approaching sunset. Henri had returned from his pre-trip inspections. The gondola 
was securely hovering a distance from the ground by the rope tether to prevent unwanted animals 
from boarding. 


"Time for resting. Long day tomorrow," Henri said as he showed Mark his room. 


Mark looked at his bed, which had flexible connective tubing connecting it to a piped disconnect 
fitting on the wall. The bed was made of two chambered mattresses, the bottom filled with water 
like a water bed, the top half filled with helium designed to separate. The upper part of the bed was 
designed to act as emergency flotation, and at one end contained a package with a self-deploying 
chute and survival gear attached to it. Higher up above the bed was a duyan, or netted type of 
hammock, which could be used for sleeping or storage of items. 


In the duyan was an old map, a banana bandanna, a large sea turtle shell, one coconut husk, some 
multi-colored air-filled pillows, and a stuffed orange owl. 


Mark looked around the room. Everything was designed to serve multiple purposes in order to save 
weight. There was a chair that could also be used as a table, an electrical lamp that could be 


switched to provide any color of light, including infrared heating, and a viewing screen on one wall 
that acted like a window. Mark pressed the up button, and the screen showed the bottom of the gas 
balloon containing the load ring, netting, and emergency venting. He pressed the button again, and 
the screen showed nighttime stars, a partial moon, and some moonlit clouds slowly drifting 
overhead. He pressed the stabilize button, and the image locked in as if he was looking upwards 
from the ground. 


The screen could be folded down to act as a table, and the image could be switched from appearing 
on the table surface to a mirrored image on the floor reflecting from a section below the table. The 
design was such that looking down upon the semitransparent table top at the image on the floor 
below, a three-dimensional image could be seen. 


Mark unpacked a few items from his sparse travel case and placed them in the storage cabinet 
embedded in the wall. Above the door frame were alarm lights, air pressure, gas, fire, and smoke 
sensors embedded in the wall. A dimly lit green glow indicated that everything was normal. 


At one end of the room was a door leading to the bath or cleaning room. Inside was an incendiary 
toilet which used no water and converted food waste product into fuel by extracting the water first 
and then burning or reducing the organic material to create further steam for the airship, leaving 
only a small amount of ash. There was also a shower with endless hot water, and a washing sink. 


Above the sink was a small diagnostic viewing screen with a camera and sensors that acted as a 
mirror and measured heart rate, blood pressure, body temperature, weight, blood oxygen levels, and 
several other parameters. By pressing a button, Mark was amazed to see his interior organs and 
bone structure! He watched his heart beat for a few times, then turned the screen off. 


He placed his toothbrush in the small cabinet below the diagnostic screen, then returned to the room 
area and placed an old-style mechanical wind-up wristwatch near his bed. Its luminous dial glowed 
in the dimly lit room, making a faint ticking sound. 


He removed his main clothing and went to bed, covering himself with an electrically heated fiber 
optic cloth that he adjusted to a dimly lit darkened orange. He fell fast asleep. 


The next morning, Mark awoke to a faint bump caused by up-drafting air currents in the calm 
morning air. The Halwis was already airborne at an altitude of about 5,000 feet. Susan, Funwabi, 
and Oswald had already eaten breakfast. 


"Did you rest well?" Henri asked. "Long day before you. Time to earn your keep and share the 
rewards.” 


Susan spoke up. "Mark, you need a hearty breakfast." 


In one corner of the large main room of the gondola was the kitchen, or cooking area. There was a 
simple multipurpose table and chairs, a solar cooking stove and oven, an ammonia-based 
refrigerator using heat to cool food, and a sink with a disposal that burned food waste to create 
steam. 


Susan put on some welding goggles and opened a light diverted valve. The sun streamer light was 
now falling on the black metal plate stove top, heating it with brilliant white light. 


"That should be enough," she said, switching the diverted off and removing the welding goggles. 
The metal plate glowed bright red from the heat. 


Susan put buyout (sun-dried fish), tomatoes, and rice in a pan, mixing in some mongol (mung 
beans) with an overwhelming smell. It was a approx meal, which she placed on a plate for Henri. 
After tasting the meal, he commented, "Superb! Very flavorful, nicely done." 


Susan next placed a frying pan on the heated top and cooked up some eggs, bacon, fried potatoes, 
and toast. She placed them on a magnetized plate. Mark removed a magnetized fork from the 
tabletop and began eating. He lifted the magnetized metal drinking container from the table and 
drank some cranberry juice. 


Susan began, "The trick to cooking with the sun streamer is to heat the metal cooking plate to just 
the right level, not too hot, nor too cold, as the cooking plate cools while it cooks, based on how 
much and what you are cooking." 


Mark responded, "Well, it's a perfect breakfast in the sky, cooked by the sun and Susan." 


"It's your turn tomorrow," Susan said. "We all take turns cooking, and tomorrow it will be pancakes. 
They are much easier to cook, if you don't smoke them." Susan grinned. 


Mark knew how to cook pancakes, but he had never cooked them with sunlight before, and 
certainly not at 5,000 feet. He knew you had to compensate for altitude, as the decrease in air 
pressure causes water to boil at a lower temperature. He was unsure about the pancakes. 


"It's alright, Mark," Henri said. "We'll be at a lower altitude tomorrow, no need to worry. Enjoy the 
view and the weather. We travel with the wind today." 


Mark nodded and took another bite of his breakfast. He was looking forward to seeing what the day 
would bring. 


Mark looked over the railing to enjoy the view. At first, it was fantastic. He could see for miles in 
every direction. The ground below looked like a patchwork quilt of green and brown, and the sky 
was a Clear blue. But then, a wave of fear swept over him as he realized just how high in the air they 
were. What if the gas containing envelope developed a leak? What if the ropes broke? The fears 
grew and grew. 


Susan, sensing something wrong, asked, "You seem ill at ease. Are you alright?" 
Mark responded, "Just a bit fearful from lots of unknowns." 


Susan nodded. "There are always lots of unknowns in anything you do day to day. You could fall 
down from a bicycle, fall from a swing and break your neck, even the simplest of things could end 
it all. But if you always worry, you will never really enjoy anything. Enjoy the moment. Nothing 
lasts forever, and when the end does come, as it does for all living things, you will have no regrets 
for the things you did not accomplish." 


Mark was silent for a moment in reflection. "It's just so difficult," he said. "So much to learn, so 
many new things." 


"Yes," said Susan. "But the rewards are greater. From here, you can see all which is below. From 
below, you can only see what is around you." 


Mark felt less fearful thinking about the importance of the search they were conducting as he gazed 
in wonder at the vast area of ground below. He knew that they were on a mission to find something 
important, and that gave him a sense of purpose. He also knew that Susan was right. There were 
always risks in life, but that shouldn't stop you from living. He took a deep breath and decided to 
enjoy the view. 


After taking in the morning sights, Mark went to the lab in the gondola. He found Susan holding a 
clear square panel that she was reading. 


"It's an interesting technical article on molecular self-assembly," she said. "My favorite book is that 
one," she said, pointing to a small bookshelf. "It's about Triops, Trigons, and Aquasaurs, species 
Triops Longicaudatus (1846) of the class Branchiopoda. They eat just about anything, algae, 
carrots, shrimp, crackers, mosquito larvae, and sometimes each other. It has three eyes, only lives a 
short while, with fossils dating back 300 million years. It's a living dinosaur." 


Susan glanced up and looked towards a small shelf in the lab. It contained information stored in 
various manners: some scrolls, some circular tablets, some ropes with knots tied in them, and some 
paper bound books that Mark readily recognized. Mark then noticed a black rock about the size of a 
baseball sitting on the shelf. 


"Is that a book?" he asked. 

"Yes," Susan replied. "You'll have to ask Henri how to use it." 

Mark went out to the front of the gondola, where Henri was checking over the controls. 

"Can you show me how to use the black rock that sits on the shelf?" Mark asked. 

"I can, but you must pay close attention to my instructions," Henri answered. 

Henri then placed the airship controls on automatic and went into the lab. He removed the rock 
from the shelf and told Mark, "Hold out your hand, with palm upwards." Mark complied with the 


request. 


"Now turn and face that blank wall over there. As this is your first time, I want you to keep your 
eyes open." Henri dimmed the lab lights slightly. 


"The rock is more than just a book," he said. "It is a machinery of advancement from a time long 
ago. I will help you to use it the first time, but you must remember to always have someone here 
with you in the same area that can act as a watcher or sitter. If you close your eyes, the experience 
will become very real. I want you to keep your eyes open. When you become more proficient, you 
can close your eyes, but for now keep your eyes open." 


Mark nodded and turned to face the blank wall. Henri placed the rock in his hand and closed his 
fingers around it. 


"Now," Henri said, "focus your mind on the rock. Imagine that it is a window into another world. 
See the images that appear in your mind's eye. Let them take you wherever they will." 


Mark closed his eyes and concentrated on the rock. He felt a strange tingling sensation in his hand, 
and then the images began to appear. He saw a vast, open plain, with mountains in the distance. He 
saw herds of animals grazing in the grass. He saw people walking and talking. He felt the sun on his 


skin and the wind in his hair. He smelled the flowers and the grass. He heard the birds singing and 
the wind blowing through the trees. 


He was in another world. 
After a few minutes, Henri said, "Now, slowly open your eyes." 


Mark opened his eyes and saw that he was back in the lab. Henri was standing in front of him, 
smiling. 


"How was it?" Henri asked. 
"It was amazing," Mark said. "I felt like I was really there." 
"That's the power of the rock," Henri said. "It can take you to any place you can imagine." 


Mark handed the rock back to Henri. Henri then said, “I want to show you how it can be shared 
with another to help guide you.” 


Henri placed the rock into Mark's open hand. "Grasp it gently but firmly and think about an ocean 
beach," he said. Then Henri placed his hand on top of the bare portion of the rock still exposed. 


As he did so, Henri continued, "Like all devices, it takes a bit to warm up, like an old tube-type 
television or radio." About that time, on the wall in front of Mark, he noticed a picture. Henri 
continued speaking, "You should be able to see something on the wall about now." 

Mark looked intently at the image, a night view of an ocean shoreline with a sandy beach. After a 
few moments, the image began moving as if Mark was actually standing on the beach. 

Henri continued, "If you listen with your eyes, you will hear the sound of the waves as they roll 
ashore." 


Mark exclaimed in excitement, "I can hear the waves! It is as if I am actually standing on the shore 
watching the ocean!" 


"Yes," said Henri. "Now tell me what you see.” 


Mark watched intently, then he could see the nighttime waves as they broke at seemingly random 
intervals, becoming illuminated. It was an astonishing sight! 


"Now," said Henri, "look close at the waves when they light up and tell me what you see." 


Mark was astonished further as the image seemed to zoom in or magnify microscopic sea creatures 
flashing in a manner like fireflies but with synchronous rhythm. 


"What do you hear?" asked Henri. 
"Why, they seem to be making some type of strange music!" exclaimed Mark. 
Then Henri repeated a stern warning, "A reason you must never use the device alone. You can 


become lost in the depth of what it contains. If you lose focus, what you will experience can 
become a nightmare.” 


Mark replied, "I understand." 


Henri then continued, "As you gain proficiency, you will eventually be able to use it unsupervised, 
but for now either Susan or myself must be nearby." 


At this point, Henri had removed his hand from the rock, and Mark was now operating it alone. 


"I wanted you to experience a memory that has been stored in the device," Henri said. "The location 
is Assateague Island, located in a park area of Turtle Island (Eastern American coast). I have 
uncovered a great deal of knowledge using it myself. It contains books, images, music, sounds, 
films, and historical information from both the recent present and a time which seems very long 
ago, with technological wonders beyond my ability to comprehend. From what I can discern, a great 
natural disaster or event happened, almost completely destroying every living thing. I cannot reveal 
to you how I came upon the rock, for at some point I must return it. It is a book borrowed from a 
museum library, which I must return by its due date." 


Mark was amazed by what Henri had told him. He couldn't wait to explore the rock and see what 
other wonders it contained. 


Mark asked, "Did Turtle Island get its name because it has lots of turtles?" 


"Not exactly," Henri began. "However, there are turtles. The native tribal people who survived tell a 
story of the beginning of things. In that story, the world is on the back of a turtle. If you examine the 
story closely, you realize there is great truth in it. You see, they understood that the land on which 
they lived was curved very much like the carapace (curved upper shell) of a specific turtle. The 
scutes, or scale-like sections of the carapace, resemble the tectonic plates which exist on many land 
areas and are from time to time moved by earthquakes. Looking upwards at the stars, they also 
knew they were moving slowly, like a turtle. As best as can be determined, even when you are 
standing still, you are moving almost 250 kilometers per second, or about 559,234 miles per hour, a 
very slow rate of travel. 


"Colonists made observations of natives working in groups. They observed individuals working in 
group fashion on complex geometry, which when explained eluded them, as it was well beyond 
their level of comprehension. 


"A turtle is an inside-out animal of sorts, and in like fashion has three rows of scutes, four, nine, and 
twenty-five from the inside out. These are the squares of the first prime numbers, two, three, and 
five. Two times two is four, three times three is nine, and five times five is twenty-five. A bit of 
turtle math. 


"The plastron (lower shell) of the Pleurodires contains the prime number thirteen (a sum of two 
primes). Math abounds everywhere in nature: Fibonacci, Golden ratio, Fractals, Lindenmayer 
system, and many others. Native mathematical systems involved very complex concepts. The tale of 
creation using the turtle was kept simple, so as to have meaning for even the youngest of the tribe." 


Mark was amazed by Henri's explanation. He had never thought about the story of Turtle Island in 
that way before. He realized that there was a lot more to the story than he had originally thought. 


"T must get back to the ship's controls," Henri said. "Susan, will you remain here with Mark while 
he uses the stone?” 


Susan, who had been in the lab the entire time reading the clear plastic, responded, "Yes, for a 
while. I have some tasks to complete in the lab." 


Henri left the lab and returned to the navigation system. 


The motion and sound of the ocean waves were taxing for Mark to maintain, and he wanted to read 
familiar words. An image of words with pictures, like a page in a paper book, appeared before him 
as he began reading. He was interested in sea creatures, so he browsed about the pages until he 
found something interesting. A creature that looked like a colorful turtle shell, and began reading 
about chitons, or sea cradles. 


The shell of the chiton creature is divided into eight aragonite valves, which look like the wings of a 
butterfly. People often call them butterfly shells because they resemble butterflies. 


Continuing to read, he discovered that chitons have light-receptive cells below a small rock-like 
lens in the shell. "The creature of a thousand rock eyes, Acanthopleura Granulate," he thought to 
himself, as he continued to read. "Maybe the rock-eating animals Henri is searching for also eat 
chitons with eyes of rock." 


Continuing to read, Mark also learned that a chiton is in many ways like a snail, but it has radular 
teeth of magnetite. Could the teeth be magnetized? Or did the creature somehow use its special 
teeth to sense the Earth's magnetic field? Susan was tagging her butterflies with magnetite; perhaps 
the chitons could be tagged and used to store magnetic information in their teeth. 


Continuing to read, he learned that Native American Indians ate them roasted or in soups, preparing 
them for eating like abalone. Chiton fossils dated back to over 400 million years, much like the 
Triops Susan liked reading about. Mark continued reading and, to his astonishment, learned that the 
peaceful chiton has no brain! 


At that point, Mark decided to put the black rock back on the shelf, realizing that indeed a person 
could see through their skin, as the chiton does through its shell. 


Mark walked out from the lab and onto the porch-like deck of the gondola. Looking over the 
railing, he noticed a small water spray that had started and created a round rainbow, then stopped. 
Mark was curious, so he went to where Henri was manning the controls and asked, "I saw a circular 
rainbow and wanted to know its function?" 


Henri started off in a normal voice, then became more serious in demeanor as he began talking. 
"Mark, it is part of the navigation system. The water droplets as they fall reflect back light at a 
specific angle in relation to the sunlight. As they fall, the rate of evaporation and fluctuations in the 
fall rate caused by updrafts and wind currents cause minor fluctuations in the wavelength reflection 
angles for each droplet, which is measured by sensors using ultrasonic sound reflections. This 
information is then used to calculate our position and direction." 


"That's amazing!" Mark exclaimed. "I had no idea that such a thing was possible." 


"It's a relatively new technology," Henri said. "But it's very accurate. It's even been used to help 
navigate spacecraft." 


"I'm impressed," Mark said. "It's just one more thing that makes this airship so amazing." 


"T'm glad you think so," Henri said. "I've put a lot of work into it." 
Mark smiled. "It shows." 


"On my very first steam powered airborne adventure," Henri began, his tone dropping a bit in 
sadness, "I drifted into a strange looking multicolored iridescent cloud with rainbow coloration. 
When I had landed, I found myself in a very different world. It took me a while to realize I had 
somehow traveled to an alternate reality. I learned a great deal in the short interval and barely 
escaped with my life, as they thought me insane. I managed to find an identical cloud and ended 
here. I have yet to find my way back to the reality which I left." 


Henri paused and looked at Mark, his eyes filled with sadness. "An adventure can take you to places 
you never expected, with dangers difficult to overcome, holding your very life on the line at times. 
Your parents provided me with assistance. I thought to repay them by offering you the opportunity 
of a lifetime. It is not without danger." 


Mark was caught a bit off guard. "Our destination is to the island of the tree dwellers for some 
needed supplies," Henri continued. "They are friendly, however their customs and lifestyle are 
different. They are cannibals, not adverse to eating human protein in addition to a diverse range of 
animals and plant life. They live, eat, and sleep in the trees. From time to time, an old adult or child 
falls from the trees. The area below is swampy, infested with hungry piranha, alligators, and a meat- 
eating swamp creature that looks like a hairy shark with legs. Those that fall do not suffer long, they 
are eaten quickly. The area is plagued by sinkholes, which gobble patches of the trees into the 
swamp below as they erode. We will set tether and anchor at a section of their community which is 
planked with boardwalks, ground dwellings built on poles, and some more modern buildings." 


Mark swallowed hard. "I don't know, Henri. This sounds... dangerous.” 


"It is," Henri agreed. "But it is also an opportunity to see a world that most people never will. And 
to learn about a different way of life. If you're not interested, I understand. But I thought you might 
like the challenge." 


Mark thought for a moment. He had always been a bit of a daredevil, and the thought of exploring 
an alternate reality was definitely appealing. But he also knew that this was a dangerous journey, 
and he wasn't sure if he was ready for it. 


"T'll do it," he said finally. "I'm in." 


Henri smiled. "I'm glad to hear it," he said. "I think you're going to have an adventure you'll never 
forget." 


The Halwis floated calmly along its course, the only sound a whiff-waff beating as the propellers 
turned slowly, propelling it along the route. Its large rudder and ailerons kept the height and 
direction constant. It was a lightly cloudy day. 


Mark glanced from time to time over the side, looking at the earth below, not completely sure of 
where they were. Noticing a few seagulls was an indication that they were nearing a coastal area. 


Oswald began a cawing sound. At first, it was not distinctive, but it seemed clearer each time upon 
hearing it. Oswald was saying, "Gulls, gulls!" Henri and Susan already knew what Oswald was 
saying in his bird-like voice. They had encountered seagulls before and began making preparations. 


A strange gun-looking contraption was slid along a rail in the deck's floor, and Henry began 
ramping up the steam pressure. Susan quickly explained to Mark that they were about to be attacked 
by seagulls, and were preparing to fend off the attack. As she worked, she explained that seagulls 
think the netting of the great balloon is a fish net used by fishing boats. The seagulls, seeking food, 
use their sharp beaks to peck at fishing nets to obtain entanglements of sea edibles. While the fabric 
envelope is designed to self-seal against small leaks, a large number of holes in the airship could 
cause serious problems from the birds pecking, creating punctures in the gas envelope while 
seeking food inside the netted fabric. 


Henry wheeled out a popcorn hammer or cannon, which he used to create attention and sales. He 
made a profit by selling various types of popcorn. Henry enjoyed making spectacular appearances 
at fairs and public events. 


The popcorn cannon was a rotational sealed drum that was heated by the sun streamer to the proper 
temperature. In an explosive release of pressure, the corn would puff or pop into mushroom or 
butterfly kernels. Upon being popped, they were propelled from one end of the pressure cap as it 
released, looking like a cannon shooting popcorn. In normal use, a bag was placed over the end to 
capture the popped corn. The loud boom attracted customers. 


The butterfly kernels sold well with butter, salt, and grated cheese flavorings, while the mushroom 
kernels were coated with caramel or hard sugar flavor on each kernel for tasty enjoyment. Henry 
was always trying to increase the size of the flaked popcorn, as it meant more profit from each 
kernel. Popcorn is bought by the pound and sold by volume. 


Henry, wanting to please customers, built a popping machine operating under vacuum, creating 
large, fluffy flakes of enjoyment. Seeking to ever increase the size of the popcorn and sales, Henry 
developed a popping kernel hybrid he called Orange. The large kernels, before being popped, were 
coated with orange-colored flavoring, which created a harder kernel encasement, helping to 
maintain moisture content and enabling the outer pericarp to contain more pressure before its 
release. This resulted in a massive-sized popped flake with a slight orangey flavor the size of a 
small orange. 


Henry built a steam-powered flaking contraption lubricated by hot coconut oil. It was able to pop 
one kernel at a time and fire in rapid succession. Henry had made improvements to the contraption, 
using high-pressure steam to propel the large hybrid kernels from the end of a long barrel. By 
making temperature and pressure adjustments, he could control the distance or throw of the gun-like 
machine and the size of the flaked kernel. In other words, he could control how far the kernel would 
be projected from the barrel before it would explode into a puffed, over-sized flake. 


The problem Henry encountered was that the explosive pressure expansion rate caused the puffed 
flake to fragment into small pieces, which looked like regular puffed kernels without an attached 
pericarp. In normal operation, the heated steam propelled kernel created a partial vacuum in the 
barrel. The partial vacuum, along with heat and change of pressurization, caused the successive 
following kernel to cook, expand in a partial vacuum, and create a larger starchy, airy gelled foam 
with a controlled rate of expansion and cooling after exit from the barrel. 


Henry was making improvements so that a fully intact puffed flake the size of a large orange would 
be realized with each and every kernel. A novel feature of Henry's hybrid process was that the 
popped flakes were not white or yellow like most corn, but a slight orange tinge, caused by a 
pickling effect of the hard orange shell coating. Most popcorn pops at a temperature of about 355 
degrees Fahrenheit, when a pressure of 130 psi is reached, fracturing the pericarp. Henry's Orange 
popped at a higher temperature with higher pressure and had more airy "foam" of the gelled starch 


and proteins inside. The trick was reducing the viscosity of the heated gelled starch and controlling 
the rate of temperature rise in the larger kernels, which, while having increased contact area with 
hot cooking oil, had more thermal mass and inertia. 


On the island of the tree dwellers grew a type of coconut plant which produced the high- 
temperature cooking oil needed for the popping process. It had a high thermal transference rate and 
a smoke point of about 550 degrees Fahrenheit, which, during the popping process, created steam 
pressures of 1000 psi needed to fracture the pericarp and the hard orange coating. The sound created 
by Henry's Orange when it was popped was a very loud yet resounding popcorn POP! 


In the distance, Mark saw what appeared to be a small white cloud which was growing rapidly in 
size. As it grew, Mark realized it was not a cloud at all, but a flock of sea gulls approaching. Susan 
manned the hammer, and Henry the orange flaker. Rays from the sun streamer were falling on the 
rotating hammer barrel, then suddenly a loud BOOM! was followed by smaller booming sounds as 
large orange kernels ejected at high velocity from the orange flaker exploded from a distance. 


As Mark watched, he could see the white cloud of popped corn flung from the hammer towards the 
flock. The sea gulls, caught off guard, dispersed a bit from the noise and clamor. As the popcorn 
fell, the sea gulls dove after it, only a few determined attackers kept flying toward the Halwis. 
Henry took aim and made adjustments towards the individual birds, while Susan reloaded the 
hammer for a second blast. This time she loaded a full charge of popcorn kernels into the hammer. 
After a few moments, again a BOOM! louder than before, causing the Halwis to recoil and rock 
from the force. 


The sea gulls were now in full panic mode, squawking and flapping their wings wildly. Some of 
them tried to fly away, but the popcorn was too much of a temptation. They dove down to eat it, 
only to be met with another blast from the hammer. The popcorn exploded in their faces, blinding 
them and covering them in sticky, orange goo. The sea gulls were now in full retreat, flying away as 
fast as they could. 


The Halwis was safe, thanks to Susan and Henry's quick thinking. They had managed to fend off 
the sea gulls with nothing more than kernels of popcorn. 


Mark was amazed. "That was incredible!" he said. "I've never seen anything like it." 
Susan smiled. "It's all in the timing," she said. "And the right kind of popcorn." 


Henry nodded. "That's right," he said. "And a little bit of luck." 
Mark shook his head. "I don't know about that," he said. "I think you're both geniuses." 
Susan and Henry laughed. "Thanks, Mark," Susan said. "But we couldn't have done it without you." 


Mark smiled. "I'm just glad I could help," he said. 


The sea gulls chasing after the falling popcorn could no longer be seen. “Hurray!” shouted Mark, 
“We have won!” For indeed they had won by distraction. 


Funwabi, no longer fearing the loud sounds and wearing the talking collar placed beforehand by 
Susan, emerged from the cabin saying, “Flying Popcorn Monster.” 


Henry laughed. “For the sea gulls, I suppose we are a ‘Flying Popcorn Monster.’” 


At that point, they all laughed in relief as Funwabi repeated over and over, “Flying Popcorn 
Monster, Flying Popcorn Monster.” 


Oswald, who had been flying about, flew down and gobbled a puffed flake of corn which had fallen 
upon the railing. After completing the snack, in his bird-like voice, he said, “Not bad.” 


Henry then made adjustments to the orange flaker and placed a large bag over the end, filling it with 
large orange puffs of corn before disconnecting, cleaning, and packing it back into a closet in the 
lab. 


Susan wheeled the hammer back to its station and adjusted the sun streamer, and shortly the whiff- 
waff of the ship’s propeller resumed its steady beating sound. 


They were now over a vast expanse of water. Mark looked down and around, and saw a line of dark 
clouds in the distance. Susan, who was in the lab, came out and said to Henry, "The butterflies are 
taking cover. It seems a storm is brewing." 


Henry replied, "Yes, the air pressure is dropping and I see clouds in the distance. It is best to set 
down on the water and make ready for its arrival." 


Henry manned the controls and gently set the craft upon the water. Then a loud noise commenced as 
various pumps and equipment began operating, pumping down the massive gas envelope and 
compressing the ammonia and various gases back into cylinders. As this commenced, the shape of 
the balloon, or gas containment, was electrically changed to enable it to be folded neatly into a 
compartment above the gondola. 


Then, after all was stowed, the roof over the porch area slowly lifted and folded back, acting as a 
watertight cover over the folded dirigible. The sun streamers were retracted, as were the large 
propellers, large ailerons, and rudder. Next, the railing surrounding the porch deck area was 
retracted. Then a small propeller near the aft of the gondola emerged, along with a smaller rudder. 
Henry then explained to Mark, "The small propeller will allow some stability control and travel at 
slow speed. We will submerge a short distance below the water to avoid the storm waves and wait 
for Jennifer to arrive." 


"Who is Jennifer?" Mark inquired in a confused manner. 


Henry responded, "Jennifer is the kindest, dearest whale to my heart. She will power us on our 
adventure." 


With that, Henry pressed a button on the console marked "Jennifer." A series of muffled but 
discernible sounds could be heard from the water. This series of sounds would be repeated over the 


course of several hours with long pauses of silence. 


"Tt is time to dive," said Henry. "The storm is fast approaching." 


Indeed it was so, because the waves upon the water had become more choppy and intense. They 
went inside the gondola. The door was sealed and pressure-checked. A second door was then closed, 
creating a small interlocking chamber. Then the craft slowly sank below the waves. 


Funwabi, resting on her bed pillow, looked up, winked one eye, then lay her head back in peaceful 
relaxation. Oswald was perched in a birdcage upon some tree-like branches. A cover was carefully 
placed over the cage by Susan. "It will help keep Oswald calm and sleep while underwater," said 
Susan in a calm voice. 


Mark watched the video monitors showing the top of the gondola. He watched a giant swish of 
water covering it from above. They were now completely under the waves. 


[ As Ivan was reading the book the storm looming in the distance with it's thunder had approached 
and released a torrent of wind and rain while reading , as if he was standing on the deck of the 
gondola. The canopy Ivan had placed above the hammock had folded slightly at one corner and had 
collected a large amount of water from the rainfall. At the moment upon reading of the giant swish 
of water. The rope on corner of the canopy had collapsed releasing a great buildup of water with a 
flooding cascade. The collapse was now causing water to fall upon the hammock. Ivan paused in 
the reading and getting wet from rainfall retied the canopy rope using a pole to support underneath 
the canopy. Somewhat chilled from the wetness Ivan returned to the hammock and resumed the 
reading. ] 


Bing Al 


Switching between various camera views to see outside of the gondola, Mark noticed that a tethered 
spiked panel had been deployed from the craft and was floating in the water nearby. 


"What does the spiked panel do?" Mark asked. 
Henry replied, "It is the electrode panel. It is creating electricity from the salt water in an 


electrochemical process. It turns the sea water into a salt water battery. The electricity generated can 
split water into oxygen for breathing and hydrogen which we can use later for fuel or lift." 


It was quiet under the waves. The illumination darkened. 
"The storm must be overhead, the clouds blocking the light," said Mark. 


For indeed it was so. The storm, one of intensified fury, was passing overhead with massive waves 
and torment, while below the surface it was calm but for a gentle rocking motion. 


The hours passed, and being tired, all went to sleep. 


Hours later, there came a jarring awakening from the bouncing about of the submerged gondola. 
"Jennifer is here!" shouted Susan, awakening everyone more fully. 


Again, the small craft jolted below the surface as Jennifer, the whale, nudged it. 


Henry pressed a button, creating a different sound underwater as if confirming her presence. Then 
he turned off the underwater sounds. 


Jennifer floated gently nearby, patiently waiting. 


Susan donned some swimming gear with small air tanks and went into the small air-filled 
interlocking doors, closing the interior door and then making her exit once it had filled with 
seawater. 


Watching on the monitors inside, Mark saw Susan swim to the whale, place a harness and attach 
what looked like a toilet plunger to the forehead of the gigantic creature. 


Susan then gently touched the creature as if a signal, and placed edible treats in the water before her. 
As he watched, Mark realized it was the giant orange flaked treats Henry had popped into a large 
bag he had filled earlier. 


The whale remained stationary for a few moments. Susan swam back to the interlocking doors and 
closed the outer door. Then Jennifer began eating the large popcorn treats left in the water for her. 


"Wow!" said Mark. "A whale that likes popcorn!" 


Henry waited a few moments as Jennifer ate. Susan opened the innermost interlock doors, then 
secured them. Jennifer took off her small air-breathing tanks and swim gear, and stowed them 
securely. 


"Ready? Here we go! Hold on to something tight!" Henry strapped himself to a post near the 
control panel, and began operating a navigation panel that fed signals to Jennifer via the toilet 
plunger mechanism. 

There was a mighty lurch as Jennifer began swimming with the gondola in tow. Swimming ever 
faster, Henry watched the gauges showing depth, speed, and direction. For a short burst, they were 
traveling at 26 knots! Then Jennifer slowed slightly to maintain her pace and energy. The rushing 
sound of water could be heard as they traveled underwater. At various intervals, they neared the 
surface as Jennifer broke the waves for whale-filled breaths of air. 


Whales, while they live in water, are not fish but mammals. Needing air, they are very much like 
people in many respects. 


Henry and Jennifer looked at the view screen, where a fantastic view appeared before them as they 
passed by creatures living under the sea. The waters here, being near the coastal area, were shallow 
and teaming with ocean life. 


They had traveled a good distance. Henry said, “There seems to be something wrong with the 
controls. Jennifer is not responding.” 


There was something wrong, but not with the controls. Jennifer had spotted tasty squid and, being 
hungry, began diving ever deeper in order to eat them. Henry, realizing the danger as they began 
going ever deeper to the limit of submersion, shouted, “I am going to release the towing harness 
from Jennifer! Something is wrong!” 


Henry pressed a red release button. There was a slight popping sound as the harness fastenings 
disconnected the whale and gondola at the same time, thus freeing Jennifer from the towing 
harness. The control pod upon her head fell from her body, but the camera remained attached. 
Henry had concerns; an electrical short in the device may have injured Jennifer. 


Henry made adjustments to the ballast tanks and turned on the small propeller, coasting to an 
underwater landing on a small shelf-like area facing a great rocky underwater cliff. Jennifer swam 
off chasing squid to her delight. Nearby, ancient stone buildings, pyramid-like in appearance, were 
fragments of an ancient underwater city. Perhaps it was the rumored city of Atlantis. 


To the surprise of all, a large square portion of the rock face began moving, showing an opening 
into a vast illuminated expanse. The opening was such that water remained on the outside of it, 
while the interior contained breathable atmosphere, which they would soon learn of during their 
exploration. 


The gondola had landed upon a pressure-activated pad, which opened into a vast ancient city many 
miles in size. Much to their amazement, the pad upon which they had parked began moving and 
took them into the opening. They all stood in amazement and surprise, speechless; even Funwabi 
seemed entranced, looking at the viewing screen of the exterior surrounding the “Flying Popcorn 
Monster.” 


The pad had moved just inside the interior and then stopped. Behind them, the square face of stone 
closed. They looked about, studying intently. A massive city with buildings and objects none had 
seen before. It was fully illuminated, appearing as if day. 


Henry exclaimed, “This image...I have seen before...the rock...the black rock.” Henry went to the 
shelf and removed the black rock, placing it in his hand and then closing his eyes. Susan and Mark 
stood by, mystified, as Henry manipulated the rock in his hand. Tears of amazement filled his eyes, 
and Henry began speaking slowly so that both Mark and Susan would hear, “It’s the city...the 
ancient city of....” His voice trailed off. Then, opening his tear-filled eyes, he placed the rock back 
on the shelf. 


Henry looked at the gauges momentarily to check the atmosphere. “It’s breathable,” he said. “The 
temperature is good, as is the humidity.” 
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Henry, in a state of wonder, began, “It is a city from the time of the rock... with technological 
advances beyond what I can begin to explain. Jennifer, in the course of events, has brought us here. 
What a whale! We are parked at the entry of Utopia. An adventure awaits!” 


It took a few moments for the realization of the discovery to take hold. “I may find the way or 
means to return to my time of existence and reality, and learn more of where to find the creatures 
which eat rock.” Henry went to the control panel and made some selections. A skirt appeared about 
the base of the gondola, and the small propeller and rudder retracted. The gondola, now a 
hovercraft, traveled a short distance along a roadway-like path. Henry parked the craft upon the 
ground. “This should be the place. The building of sciences,” said Henry. 


Susan readied Funwabi for adventure, placing on her the pack and flashlights. Oswald was let out of 
the cage and was first to leave the craft, flying about for a few moments before returning. After 


checking a few more things and outfitting themselves with light gear, they set out on foot toward 
the large, tall, square-shaped building. It seemed to be constructed of some strange material, plastic- 
like yet hard and strong, and the lower portion appeared to be constructed of highly polished stone. 
No doors or openings were visible, only a small pathway leading up to it. As they approached, they 
uncovered the trick of illusion that masked the presence of the open doorway that was now before 
them. 


They entered slowly, with caution, alert to any unknown danger. The city, long abandoned, showed 
no presence of any life, human or otherwise, only some mechanical motions from ancient water- 
powered devices, perhaps artwork, or machinery of unknown purpose. 


The room they had entered was well-lit with a large, high ceiling, and around them they could see 
magnificent displays of devices and painted images of artwork, as well as large, unknown, strange, 
and unfamiliar objects. The floor upon which they walked was highly polished, as if recently 
maintained in some manner. A difference in appearance created a pathway, which they followed to 
its center. Before them, they could see four cylindrical, large, vertical pillars, each topped in a 
different manner. 


Then, as if sensing their presence, a projection made a slight bong sound, as if a pleasant doorbell 
had been rung. In silence, the projection indicated in a graphic manner the means of operation, 
showing human-like individuals removing footwear and standing each upon a large, black, square 
floor tile, which were placed upon the floor in a checkered pattern with white tiles between them. 
Henry said, "I think it means that we each should remove our footwear and stand barefoot on a 
black tile." Each then removed their footwear, attaching foot items to their packs. Funwabi, already 
barefoot, sat upon a black floor tile. Oswald had found a black-colored perch which projected from 
one of the four pillars before them. 


They each stood barefoot upon a black tile, and upon doing so, in a few moments' time, a second 
bong sound was heard. Then, a short, momentary tickling sensation was felt by each. Before Susan 
could finish uttering, "It tickles," a visual presentation began in front of them, with life-forms 
moving about. To their amazement, a narration was heard in each native language. Henry heard the 
presentation in French, Susan in an unrecognized dialect, Mark in English, Funwabi some type of 
dog barking and aromas, and Oswald some type of bird noises and bird-like behaviors. Each of 
them understood the presentation. As they watched in amazement, a story unfolded before them. 
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The room dimmed slightly, and above them on the ceiling, a great field of stars appeared. The 
projections below continued, and Mark glanced briefly at Funwabi, Oswald on the perch, and the 
others, realizing the fantastical moment. 


The presentation revealed to all. It showed the beginnings of a planet 4.5 billion years ago, or cyclic 
rotations about a large star (sun). It showed the beginnings of great cities, and populations, wars, 
disasters, and epic events. Happening only a billion or so years after its beginning. It showed the 
rise and fall of several civilizations, some having no recognizable human features. It continued to 
the time of the creation of the city in which they now stood. It explained a great culture, human 
creatures then in habitation of the planet. The city at that time estimated to be 40,000 years ago 
from the present time. 


Then the ceiling turned to a red flaming coloration and panned outwards to show a distant planetoid 
or perhaps asteroid at great distance with a path line projecting toward the earth. The inhabitants, 
aware of the approaching doom, constructed a great protective shell over the city. They failed to 
fully predict the outcome. 


The large traveling object was rock encrusted frozen water, and during the collision with earth, it 
vaporized into a massive cloud of water-laden steam, which as it cooled, caused continual rainfall 
and floods upon the planet. The city gradually surrounded and then covered by fast rising water. 
Technicians, workers, and scientists hurried at a frantic pace to avert disaster, redirecting melted 
lava and moving large amounts of rock to secure the city from a second incoming object detected 
following the first. This second object, upon collision, changed plate tectonics and surface terrain in 
dramatic manner in an area now called the Gulf of Mexico, the exact impact known as the 
Chicxulub crater. The second impact creating mega-tsunamis along with super-heated steam and 
dust. 


The city remained secure and protected the inhabitants for many generations. The city, self- 
contained in its design, was able to sustain a population of about 200,000 inhabitants, providing 
food, water, and recreations. The civilization, in its advancements, created new amazing lifeforms 
by engineering molecular and DNA structures. They had been able to save and preserve in living 
manner a great number of plants and animals from the surface before the impacts. A vast library or 
storage of information had been retained for reference and use at the building of the sciences. 


The presentation continued with a diagram of the building and its seemingly boundless chambers 
and archives, which existed below the current room and a large portion of the city's activity and 
living areas. Each exhibit could be explained in the same manner by simply standing upon the black 
floor tiles. It went on to explain the replication kiosks in locations about the city and near buildings, 
from which any object of desire could be obtained. 


At the conclusion of the presentation, which was more detailed than outlined here, a pleasant bong 
sounded. A smooth flow of clean water, about an inch or so in depth, flowed from one end of the 
great room and disappeared down various drains, with the floor drying quickly afterwards, leaving 
the floor clean and untarnished. 


Susan paused for a moment to reflect. "But what happened? We haven't seen any inhabitants, nor 
animals." 


"We must search further to discover the answers," Henry said. 


Susan placed a small camera with a beacon and radio signaling device on Oswald. Oswald then 
flew over the city area, searching for any life-forms and recording images from above. The beacon 


and homing device on Funwabi, along with the camera on her collar, were activated to collect 
information and alert the adventurous team. Henry, Mark, and Susan then turned on portable radios 
to communicate and discuss newly obtained information. Each assigned an area to examine in more 
detail. 


The kiosks of desire could replicate any material or object, but the adventurous group was not 
interested in gaining riches of gold or diamonds. Being of honest sort and curious, they tried them 
out. Mark obtained a small, rounded disc of yellow calcite containing an image within of the 
luminous sea wave of Turtle Island he had visualized from the black rock. Funwabi, in like turn, 
operated a kiosk at an unknown location, obtaining a strange dog toy resembling a very large 
rambutan. When placed gently on the ground, it did nothing, but upon being dropped upon the 
ground, it changed into a zenkerella-rabbit-like creature that ran fast in an unpredictable manner 
and, when nearly caught, changed back into a large rambutan. The object was able to create strange 
aromas like old shoes, which appealed to dogs. Oswald obtained a small, jewel-like, shimmering 
object that changed into something appealing to bird creatures. Susan obtained an opal-like object 
with a butterfly inside which moved when it was rotated. Henry obtained an object of strange shape, 
able to convert hydrogen to energy in great quantity, which could be used to generate power aboard 
the Flying Popcorn Monster. 


Henry had brought the black rock along from the gondola in case it could provide useful guidance. 
In his exploration, he found a station designed for the transference of information from the rock to 
the main library unit. Henry placed the rock upon the device. At first, the information contained in 
the rock was transferred to the main unit. Then it heated to a white-hot temperature in an energy 
recharging process, and cooled. 


The rock heated in an onion-layer fashion, and as it cooled, information was somehow placed into 
each individual atom and subatomic structure, creating incredible volumes of information in a 
holographic manner. The information was stored in such a way that even if the rock device was 
fractured into many parts, all the information would be intact in each part, with only a slight 
decrease in redundancy. The transference station indicated that the process would take 27 minutes to 
complete. 


Henry took the opportunity to explore and noticed an unfinished exhibit. Upon examination, he 
determined that it was one containing an unfinished info-cast intended to inform inhabitants. As he 
stood on the tile, a series of events unfolded and became known to him via the projected motion 
images and discussions. This information explained why they had not found any inhabitants in the 
city. The exhibit also contained some type of central energy monitor showing the status of the 
energy production needed to operate the city devices. Henry looked at the monitor with concern on 
his face, as he now knew what had happened and understood why they could only remain in the city 
for a few more hours. 


The black rock, now fully charged and filled with all the available information, had completed the 
process and was only slightly warm to the touch. Henry placed it into his pack, then, over the radio, 
announced that it was time to return to their gondola. The homing beacons on Oswald and Funwabi 
beeped, and all returned to the location of the gondola, which was resting on the surface outside the 
Building of Sciences. When everyone was accounted for, Henry announced, "We must leave now. I 
will tell you the reason later, when there is more time." 


Everyone boarded the craft, and Henry hovered in a speedy manner back to the entryway, landing 
upon the pressure-activated plate. A great section of stone slid back. The plate upon which the 
gondola landed moved slowly back into a wall of water, and they were again below the sea, as they 


had been before. The sky above the great city flickered and dimmed as the great stone opening 
closed once again. 


Henry, greatly relieved, gently ascended the craft to the surface by adjusting the ballast tanks. They 
now floated upon a calm sea, a brilliant color of orange and red casting over them from the setting 
sun, as Henry began to speak. 


"Ee-ah-sa-pa," Henry said slowly. "Ee-ah-sa-pa: The Black Rock. I believe it to be the name of the 
city discovered in the cavern under the water. It matches the name of a great Indian chief of the 
Nee-caw-wee-gee; Sioux tribe. He must have taken the name from the city. It could only mean that 
he, or perhaps one of his distant ancestors, had knowledge of Ee-ah-sa-pa and its wonders. George 
Catlin captured images of his robe in several portraits. On the robe is the same design pattern which 
is on the sliding rock panel visible from within the city." 


Researchers within the city began working on time-reversed phase-conjugated fermion fragments 
when an unusual mishap occurred, causing contamination of the entire city. While not immediately 
dangerous, long-term exposure would cause death. It would take 10,000 years before the city would 
be habitable again, so the inhabitants went to the surface and surrounding areas with only a few 
objects. The city was left in working condition in case they discovered some way to remove the 
contamination. 


While some plant and animal life had survived the asteroid impacts, a range of life-forms which 
they designed were released in hopes of restoring the surface environment. They broke up into 
groups and traveled slowly to many different geographical areas. Many did not survive in the ice 
and cold conditions which then existed. There was no other option, they could not remain in Ee-ah- 
Sa-pa. 


From the best that can be determined, the city over the last 27,000 years has slowly degraded in its 
ability to maintain energy levels. As a result, the city powers up in an intermittent fashion until the 
energy is depleted, then it goes dormant until the power is sufficient. The dormant stage could last 
for a long time. There is sufficient food and supplies, including air, to last for a short time on the 
Flying Popcorn Monster, but I thought it prudent to leave in short order to avoid a prolonged, 
unpredictable stay. 


The adventure had been exhausting, and as night fell, each retired to a room, the gently rocking 
motion lulling them to sleep. The next morning came quickly, and when Mark woke up, he noticed 
a makeshift sail created from part of the gas-containing envelope attached to a telescopic mast. The 
awning and rails had been placed back in their normal position. The wind was blowing into the 
balloon-created sail, taking them in the direction of a lone island known as Birdkie. 


Birdkie was a strange island, and if they had been looking down from above, it would have had a 
bird-like shape. But they were on the water, traveling at a leisurely pace, in no hurry. Birdkie could 
only be seen from a specific direction, and unless you traveled that course, you would not know it 
was there unless your travel caused you to crash into it. 


The reason it could only be seen on approach from one direction was that huge trees with roots 
growing outside the soil grew near the coastline. The trees had dark, shiny leaves that were almost 
black in appearance. In the normal sun of the day, the leaves would not bend to track the sun across 
the sky, but would bend to catch light reflecting from the ocean surface. From a distance, the effect 
of the leaves was like a giant mirror reflecting only the ocean surface, making the island appear 
invisible unless looking down from above or traveling toward it in a specific narrow course. 


You can't start a good day's adventure without a hearty breakfast, so Mark used the sun streamer to 
heat the cooking plate and made pancakes for the crew to enjoy. But little did he know that Oswald 
had gotten into the flour and spilled a few popcorn kernels into the batter. Much to the surprise of 
all, the pancakes popped in the making! 


Henry laughed a bit and said, "Can't ever say I've had popcorn pancakes before." And as he poured 
on the syrup, he added, "But they do seem to hold the syrup better." Then in good humor, Susan 
piped in, "A pop-pin way to start the day!" Then they all laughed, Funwabi barked once or twice, 
and Oswald chimed in in his bird-like voice, "Not bad!" 


Afterwards, Mark always sifted the pancake flour to make sure there was no popcorn in it. But he 
never forgot that fateful day when they had popcorn pancakes for breakfast. 


Birdkie Island was visited from time to time by King Nowie and some tribal warriors. It was a place 
where contests of skill were held to determine the lead warrior or guard of King Nowie. The rank of 
King carried a status greater than Chief among the tribal members, so he was always referred to as 
King Nowie, as no rank greater than King existed. 


A cave existed on the island, and near the entrance grew a tree. The tree was decorated with wind 
chimes made of carved wooden musical instruments. When the warriors arrived for the contests, the 
musical instruments were played. As part of the contest, the warriors had to not only fight well 
together, but also play well together. When the first round of contests was completed, the musical 
instruments were hung back on the wind chimes in a manner showing how the contestants ranked. 
And so the music, while not played by individuals directly, could be played by the wind, generating 
never-ending music. 


The island wildlife consisted mostly of colorful birds of unknown species and a strange sort of 
creature called a snake-wolf. The snake-wolf controlled the bird population by eating birds less able 
to survive normally. 


Henry and King Nowie had met before on friendly terms. Henry had traveled to the island to collect 
some plants and insects to study, and it was along the planned route to the tree dwellers. There were 
two specific plants of interest that grew on Birdkie. The first had leaves that would change color 
when a magnet was brought near, causing the leaves to change from green to red. The second was a 
banana plant species whose leaves moved when you walked near it. Electrical plants and insects 
also existed on the island, including electrical crickets and grasshoppers of interest to Susan. A 
cricket on occasion would become trapped in the web of an electrically charged spider of different 
polarity, causing electrical sparks. The cricket would then become a meal for the spider. At night, 
the battle was most spectacular due to the electrical discharges. Sometimes the cricket escaped, but 
it was not often. Susan wanted to know if the electrical spider changed the color of the magnetic 
plant leaves to lure the crickets. Henry wanted to know just how those banana leaves moved when 
you walked by. At the time of their landing natives who only visited the island for events were not 
present it was uninhabited. 


The wind blowing in a gentle manner took them toward a landing on a smooth beach of black sand 
with sparkles of sunlight reflecting like stars from its surface. Mark, being adventurous and anxious, 
was the first to leave the flying popcorn monster. He had only walked a short distance on the sandy 
beach when a loud explosion and blast of sand knocked him over, leaving him unhurt but sending 
frightened crabs skittering in every direction. 


"Careful there," shouted Henry. "Pockets of hydrogen in the sand." A static discharge from walking 
upon it had ignited a small pocket of hydrogen in the sand, which instantly combined with the 


oxygen in the atmosphere to create water. Somewhat dazed, Mark returned to the gondola to outfit 
himself and prepare for a new adventure. 


After securing the craft, Henry and his crew walked carefully along the beach and then up a trail 
leading inland towards the cave. Along the trail, Henry noted several mysterious plants with leaves 
that moved as they passed them, and marked them with brightly colored ribbons. 


"T will collect several on the return so I can study them further," Henry said. 


Funwabi ran ahead of the group, sniffing and checking out the trail in front, while Oswald flew in 
circles overhead. They eventually reached a large clearing which had signs of previous 
encampments. Near its edge was a cave in a rocky embankment. Peering into the cave, it appeared 
dark, but towards the center it appeared lit as if by daylight. In the center of a large chamber-like 
room stood a wood carving of a rabbit-camel. A somewhat large rabbit-looking animal with a hump 
on its back. 


Henry explained that the rabbit-camel was from a time long ago, the hump enabling it to survive 
long durations of about four to six months with little food or water. The light, he explained, was 
coming from a trough of water acting like an optical pipe, transferring light from outside sunlight 
into the depths of the cave. A polished plate of metal reflected it upwards to the center of the 
chamber. 


Henry explained further that it was the shrine of the rabbit-camel, a tasty animal which had been 
hunted until no more could be found. It was an animal which the tribe of King Nowie hoped would 
one day return in abundance. After the contests and feasting, the tribe paid a sad tribute to the statue 
to mourn the loved creature. 


They set about collecting and carefully placing and securing the plants on board. Susan then set 
about collecting some electric spiders and crickets. Having about all they could manage secured, 
Funwabi, Oswald, and Henry waited on board the flying popcorn monster for Mark and Susan to 
return. 


Susan, determined to collect a rather large electric grasshopper, stirred up a horde of them. The 
grasshoppers behaved like a group of locusts, chasing after her and attacking her with small 
electrical shocks. Mark, nearby looking for interesting collectibles, heard Susan's shouting and ran 
to assist her. He found her covered in shocking grasshoppers. In a moment of haste, he sprayed 
them with a can of antiperspirant with aluminum chlorohydrate from his pack. This made Susan 
electrically conductive and caused problems in the spiracles of the grasshoppers. It was just enough 
to allow them to escape back to the flying popcorn monster, which left Birdkie in a hastened 
fashion. 


Safely at sea, Susan remarked, "I didn't think I had a problem with underarm wetness." Mark 
replied, "At least those grasshoppers won't have any underarm perspiration problems." They all 
laughed, and Funwabi barked in agreement. 


They were now traveling along the surface of the ocean, headed leisurely to the island of the tree 
people. Upon investigation, Henry determined that electrical microbes in the soil of the banana 
plants with moving leaves were creating electric pulses with each footstep, in turn creating motion 
in the leaves. Henry called it the Fanana banana plant due to the fan-like action of the leaves 
moving air. Henry built a circuit to send electric pulses to the plant so that the speed of the leaves 
could be controlled, thus controlling the “wind” created. Henry really liked the plants, as they 
provided cooling action and appeared more alive from the motion of the leaves. Meanwhile, Susan 


was studying the electric creatures she had collected and measuring the effects of various types of 
magnetic fields on plant leaves. She took careful notes of her observations. 


Then came the friendly bump of Jennifer the whale, taking attention away from the activities at 
hand. Susan looked at Jennifer and said, “She’s been injured,” pointing at the injuries visible from 
above the surface. Henry looked closely at her injuries. “Looks like rope cuts. She must have gotten 
tangled in a fishnet. She’s lucky to be alive. I wonder how she escaped.” Just then, Mark noticed a 
sea turtle injured swimming near her. “Looks like she found a friend,” Mark said. 


“Jennifer looks like she will be fine, but that turtle looks badly injured. Better pull it up on deck for 
a Closer look. Susan, can you place the straps on so we can hoist it up using the crane? Be careful, it 
seems badly injured,” Henry said. 


Susan dove into the water and carefully secured the straps on the turtle, which seemed very docile. 
As gently as possible, the turtle was placed on the landing deck of the crane and examined. There 
was a rather deep cut into the shell in several places. “That has got to really hurt. Poor thing. It’s not 
bleeding badly, and it looks fine for the most part, but that cut shell. It needs some painkiller,” 
Henry said. And so, Henry measured out some pain medication based on the size and weight of the 
turtle and injected it with some antibiotic to keep down any infection. As he worked, Henry 
explained, “That shell is actually the turtle’s bones on the outside, with nerves and blood vessels. 
It’s not dead like hair or fingernails. It’s living bone. The shell is very much like skin and must be 
cleaned in a sterile fashion.” Fortunately, the cut had not penetrated the shell, which would have 
been more difficult to treat. An infection can be deadly. Henry placed some type of material on the 
shell wounds to help protect them and insure faster healing. 


Susan watched with interest, saying, “It’s easier to fix a butterfly’s wing than a turtle’s shell.” When 
catching butterflies, Susan would find one or two with fractured or missing parts of a wing. Injured 
butterflies were more likely to be eaten by predators, so Susan often took a few moments to fix 
them. Susan, in her numerous talents, was also a butterfly wing doctor. 


Henry noted that a camera which had been attached to Jennifer remained secure and was still 


recording video and sound. He said, "Susan, let's get that camera back from Jennifer and see what 
happened." 


Susan dove into the water and retrieved the intact camera and its recordings. Henry placed the 
camera in a niche designed for it on the control panel, and a video appeared. 


"While watching, a course of events presented itself," Henry said. "Jennifer diving after squid, 
going ever deeper. Well, I'll be... The plunger device hadn't failed after all. It was the squid Jennifer 
was chasing. The detachment of the harness, and then Jennifer diving ever deeper, chasing the squid 
into darkness. As it progressed, Jennifer was swimming along with a school of fish. A fishing net 
was seen, and then a struggling Jennifer in the net, to the point of almost drowning. Then a view of 
the sea turtle, uninjured at this point, cutting the fishing net with its powerful jaws. Then a whirling 
of propellers from lighter fishing boats, and then a view of the injured sea turtle and a freed 
Jennifer." 


"Well, that speaks volumes," Henry said. "It looks like the snarky sea turtle saved Jennifer by biting 
and cutting the fishing net ropes. I am certain the fishing crew is not happy and wants to make turtle 
soup." 


Susan named the turtle Joshua, as turtles are much like a Joshua tree, which lives many years. Then, 
having an idea to thwart the turtle soup-eating fishermen, Susan painted Joshua, nicknamed Josh, 
with orange sparkle paint and attached brilliant solar-powered lights in a temporary manner to the 
shell exterior. Josh now looked like some type of alien spacecraft moving underwater. Josh was 
outfitted with a device to help track its position and a mechanism which enabled the turtle to turn 
the lights on and off. The disguise was only temporary, until the end of the fishing season, at which 
point they would remove the colorful paint and lights. The turtle seemed to like its new appearance. 
Josh and Jennifer remained close together, never straying far from each other. 
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As they sailed along, Jennifer and Josh followed close by. The crew aboard the flying popcorn 
monster began making preparations for their grand appearance on the island of the tree people. 
Susan made popcorn puppets for a puppet show, along with some popcorn animals. Then she took a 
bit of coconut husk and made a sprout holder that could be placed in your hair so that sprouts, 
which had been started earlier, would look like they were growing from the top of your head. Henry 
connected the Fanana banana plants to an electric pulse so that when music was played, it looked 
like the plants were dancing and moving their leaves to the music. Henry then tested and made 
some adjustments to a strange device which created a RAT Beam, or Radio Activated Tracing Beam 
Collimator. It is a laser-type device which normally creates plasma points in the atmosphere to 
collimate or deflect radio waves. In this case, Henry had made adjustments so that the plasma points 
would follow kernels of popcorn as they were thrown upward in the air, causing them to pop like 
magic in mid-air. Mark made a popcorn tree by sticking puffed popcorn on the barked branches of a 
small living tree with caramel. 


Popcorn, when it pops, is magical with its popping sound and aromas. Everyone on the flying 
popcorn monster loved eating popcorn with various flavorings. Funwabi and Oswald would gobble 
down the tasty flakes to no end. 


It is important to remember that popcorn is flammable, and when combined with butter or oil, it can 
be like rocket fuel if it ignites. It is also a choking hazard for those under four years of age. Henry 
took a few moments to remind everyone of these dangers. 


The tree people used various means for cooking, but they liked to use fire for cooking popcorn. 
They tended to forget the danger, as it was noisy and exciting to make. At times, the popcorn would 
pop out of the container and catch fire, spewing like mini stars in the process. 


Henry had once tried to make a popper using helium, a non-flammable gas, to make fire-resistant, 
light, and fluffy popcorn that would seem to float in the air when it popped. However, the effect did 
not last once the popcorn had finished popping. 


For the grand show, Henry had constructed a gigantic popper that, when in operation, created a 
swirling six-foot miniature tornado of popped flakes. It was dangerous, but impressive in operation, 
and would be part of the planned show for the tree-dwelling people, who were now only a day's 
travel away. They had prepared and practiced as much as possible. So with a long day ahead of 
them, they went to sleep early that evening and all was quiet. 


The next morning started early. After a quick breakfast, the flying popcorn monster was readied for 
flight. Giant envelopes of gas filled with a hissing sound as compressed gas from the cylinders 
expanded, inflating them. Once they had been fully inflated, the rigging was checked and slowly 
lifted from the surface of the water. 


Underneath the gondola, a large safety net was installed and placed, which was not visible from a 
distance. The swing of a trapeze was installed above the safety net, along with a rope ladder from 
the gondola to permit Susan to reach it. The gas balloon and gondola were then colored to look the 
same shade as the sky, and the image of a large flake of popcorn appeared on its surface. On the 
ground, this would appear as a very large popped corn floating in the air, with Susan in colorful 
attire swinging below it. 


All was readied as best as could be, with Funwabi wearing a bright, colorful ribbon, and the 
wingtips of Oswald a bright yellow color. Henry put on his best captain's suit with a tall top hat, 


which looked majestic. Mark was cleanly dressed, and all had placed growing plant sprouts in their 
hair, including Funwabi, except for Oswald, who had feathers. 

The air was calm, with a slight breeze blowing in the right direction. The propellers and sun 
streamer were not deployed. 


Drifting in silence below were giant bowabinga trees. These trees were much like giant redwoods or 
baobabs in size. They had extremely dense, deep red wood cores and towered over 100 feet into the 
air. Their trunks were 8 to 36 feet in diameter and weighed over 80 tons at the base. In many ways, 
they resembled the rare kevazingo tree, which takes 500 years to grow to full height. 


The tops of the bowabingas flattened out, creating a dense canopy of foliage that resembled a green 
lawn in the sky. This canopy blocked out most of the light from reaching the swampy ground below, 
making the trees look like gigantic towering dragon trees with sparse lower branches. 


The treetops created a slightly rolling elevated landscape that could easily be walked upon without 
danger. In large gaps between some sections of the canopy, red wooden bridges and railings were 
visible. In various sections, dwellings and other constructions could be seen upon the "elevated" 
landscape below. 


In the distance to the right, a large Futuro house, or Suuronen UFO, could be seen. Henry explained 
that the chief lived in dwelling number minus 001. It was constructed of nano-cellulose extracted 
from the bowabinga tree, which is harder than Lonsdaleite, more conductive than Q-carbon, and 
tougher than Kevlar. The layers of nano-cellulose composite made it able to resist high 
temperatures, blasts of radiation, and surges of lightning. With its airplane hatch stairway retracted, 
it was a secure dwelling from intrusion. 


In 1968, Matti Suuronen designed a prefabricated dwelling that was energy efficient, cheap to 
manufacture, easy to construct and relocate, and suitable for any location: on land, sea, air, 
underground, or moon. (Secret blueprints existed for orbital space and lunar city constructions.) The 
elliptical shape allowed them to survive hurricane-force winds with little or no damage. Various 
models were designed to float on water with interconnected utility units, shops, and sun pods 
(hydroponic farms) to create floating cities. Other models were designed to withstand the pressure 
of ocean depths, enabling underwater living unaffected by severe storms and stellar radiation bursts. 
The dream of eco-friendly, self-sustained living proposed by Suuronen went unfulfilled. It posed a 
threat to the "establishment," a menace to "outdated" conventional homes by greatly lowering their 
value. As a result, banks refused to finance them, cities refused permits and ordered them to be 
demolished, and people with conventional homes, fearing devaluation, vandalized them and 
conducted drive-by shootings. By the early 1970s, the otherworldly "Futuro" venture was removed 
from the market, and futuristic living in the past, patent 216542, was extinguished. 


Susan climbed down the ladder and began swinging and twirling about on the trapeze, dropping 
tufts of multicolored cotton candy like giant flowers and sprinkling the sky with marshmallows like 
snowflakes. Henry pressed a button on the console, and a train-like steam whistle sounded from a 
very large carrot attached to a bell pepper. Then, as if by magic, thousands of colorful paper 
airplanes filled the air. Bright, colorful airplanes of flavored edible paper made from rice, potato, 
tapioca, and other ingredients. Each was printed with food-colored inks, including cranberry and 
grape-dyed text with amazing full-color images. All the flavors of the rainbow, from apple to 
banana, cinnamon to daikon, vanilla to watermelon, xinomavro to yam, and zucchini! 


Shouting could be heard from below: "It's the Flying Popcorn Monster!", "It's Henry the Popcorn 
Man!", "Look at the sky!" People seemed to appear from nowhere, looking up as Susan performed 
on the trapeze. The crowd below grew and grew, until there seemed to be thousands of people 


dressed in every sort of way: some with suits and ties, others with paintings and primitive caveman- 
like clothing made of animal skins and plants, others dressed in some type of synthetic fabrics, 
some dressed in tree bark and clothes made of wood and rope, there were people with various 
costumes of animals, some dressed in metal, others with attire from different historical times. 
People had hair and skin color of every sort: blue, red, green, brown, purple, some with spots, some 
with stripes, some with various geometric patterns, some with swirls. Some people seemed to have 
fur-covered skin. It was more varied and diverse than any Halloween party Mark had ever seen. 
Some people had hair as if of fiber optic composition which changed color, others had clothes with 
changing images and patterns on them. Then Mark noticed the sprouts and plants which everyone 
seemed to have growing from the top of their heads, or out of pockets in their clothing. One person 
had a six-foot high corn stalk growing on their head! Many others had various types of flowers in 
bloom. There were people with all sorts of vegetation and vegetables growing from their clothing: 
peas, beans, peppers, and this one character covered in twisty vines with large leaves ending at a 
pumpkin on their head! Some people were so covered in plants and leaves you could not tell if they 
even had clothing on! A few of the people had strange appendages of robotic-like appearance, each 
varied and unique: some with one or both arms or legs of mechanical appearance, others with 
strange devices covering their eyes, ears, or facial areas with blinking lights. Some had video 
screens mounted on their backs and foreheads with some type of moving, colorful display, others 
had video-like displays on their forearms, legs, and illuminated numbered fingernails. 

At this point they were drifting slowly only a few feet above the crowd gathered in a clearing upon 
the ground surrounded by trees. In the clearing was a large pole with a ring near the top. "Time to 
tie off the anchor," Henry said as he used a large hooked pole to grapple the ring as they slowly 
drifted towards it. Then, slowly tying a rope to secure the airship. "Wiser to remain up here above 
the crowd for a bit, until later," said Henry 


Henry then turned on a public announcement speaker system and announced, "The show and 
contest begins tomorrow at this very spot. The schedule outlined on the paper airplanes. Bring your 
friends and best popcorn delights, only the best shall win my hat!" and with that he took off the 
giant top hat upon his head and bowed slightly with great ceremony. Gradually the crowd dispersed 
with much conversation related to preparations for the next day's events. 


After a short while, a man with a spear in his right hand appeared below them. He looked like a 
guard. 


"Henry!" the guard shouted upwards. "The chief will see you now!" 


Henry winked at Susan and Mark. "That is Chief Simon, or Si himself, standing on the ground 
below us," he said in a low voice. "A very great honor. Susan, be sure to roll up the ladder behind 
me. And Susan, I want you to explain the customs to Mark. I'll be fine and back after a while." 
Henry then climbed down the ladder and walked off with the "guard" toward the UFO. Susan rolled 
up the ladder to prevent any unwanted visitors from boarding. 


Susan began explaining the customs and laws. "You haven't seen anything yet," she said. "Just wait 
till nightfall." 


Then she began explaining, "Dangerous criminals are dealt with harshly. If convicted of a high 
crime, they are eaten! Often in a stew which is often offered by vendors and spiced in various 
manners. The stew is named after the convicted offender. So if Bob was convicted of killing his 
neighbor, then Bob would be butchered alive and made into Bob's stew. So if you do not desire to 
be cannibalistic, you should avoid offers of any named stew, such as Bob's stew, Charlie's stew, 
Sally's stew, and so forth. Beef stew is alright. But politely decline any named stew. 


"The belief exists that even if a person is bad in life, that in the end, the result will be good, or at 
least good tasting. It's a last chance to make good out of the bad. It is considered an honor to help 
the bad person to realize salvation by eating them." 


"Then Henry's warning about cannibalism was correct," said Mark. 


"Yes," said Susan. "You need not be overly concerned, but cautious. If you commit a minor offense, 
you will be warned the first time. Upon a repeat of the same offense, you will have cleaning job 
duties at the public 'Poop Tree.' Cleaning poop from tree branches is most unpleasant, to say the 
least." 


Susan was interrupted by a strange bird circling about. The bird was wearing some type of eye 
goggles. Oswald, who was perched calmly, looking about at the action, seemed excited. He spoke 
most clearly in bird speak: "Toc Toodle-pip!" The strange bird flew down and perched by Oswald. 
There seemed to be some type of excited bird communication going on between the both of them. 
Susan spoke softly. "That is Toc Toodle-pip, a rare unknown species of bird, perhaps the only one of 
its kind. A native of the island constructed the goggles to protect its eyes. Toc Toodle-pip and 
Oswald are close bird friends." 


Susan continued, moving away from the birds to allow them space. "There is no money of the type 
you are familiar with used here. There is only a 'chit' directly identifiable to you as it contains, in 
some manner, a readable DNA identifier. The money is in the form of numerical points which are 


tu 


encoded on the 'chit'. 


"From where you are from, many devices are operated by the motion of electrons generated by 
induction to create electricity which is conveyed by thin strands of metal or wires. Energy can be 
conveyed in many ways: steam pressure and water pressure by pipes, or transmission of heat and 
radio waves using antennas or radiative sources. Light can be controlled and transmitted by using 
thin strands of glass with different refractive properties. Here they use something called a cyrotran 
generator, a diphoton pump operating by a method of goldstino conversion. It's sort of like 
combining hydrogen and oxygen to make your own water, heat, electricity, and light. A single 
utility, instead of having a gas, electric, phone, and water line running to your home. The material 
used to convey the ‘energy’ in this case are superconductor behaving small hair-like 'wires' of a 
composite crystalline structure." 


Henry returned from his visit with Chief Simon. In the center of a nearby clearing, there was an 
octagonal outlined shape about 100 feet across. Inside the shape was a simple platform with two 
square-shaped tiles of black colored rock. 


"What is it?" asked Mark. 


Henry replied, "It's like a virtual reality headset or VR glasses, but it affects or alters all your senses: 
taste, touch, smell, sight, hearing, and magnetoception. It can extend the range of all you 
experience, the reality you perceive as you enjoy life. It's called a , Or 

. It's a reality projector. It's used much like the black rock. You stand on the platform and place 
each hand on a tile. If you have no hands or legs, there are other means to complete interaction with 
the machine." 


Most of us share a common reality. We can all see the same tree and rock, and we can all agree on 
their basic properties, such as their shape, size, and color. This is what we call "true reality". It is a 
reality that is perceived in the same manner by everyone, everywhere. It can be defined, measured, 
and recorded with consistency. 


However, there are also people who experience reality in a different way. People with physical or 
mental difficulties, such as delusions or brain abnormalities, may not see the world in the same way 
that we do. They may see or experience things that are not there, or they may see things in a 
distorted or false manner. This is what we call "false reality". It is a reality that is not perceived in 
the same manner by everyone. It cannot be defined, measured, or recorded with consistency. 

There are also people who experience reality in a way that is different from the norm, but not 
necessarily in a false or distorted way. These people may have different DNA sequences or 
evolutionary brain tissue, which can lead to different perceptions of the world. For example, some 
people may see colors differently than others, or they may hear sounds that others cannot hear. This 
is what we call "limited reality". It is a reality that is perceived in a different manner by some 
people, but not by everyone. It can be defined and recorded with consistency, but only for those 
who experience it. 


It is important to remember that there is no one "true" reality. Reality is subjective, and it is 
perceived differently by different people. There is no right or wrong way to experience reality, and 
it is important to respect the experiences of others, even if they are different from our own. 

People with various DNA sequences and evolutionary brain tissue may have experiences of a 
different sort caused by synaesthesia, or the pairing of the senses. For example, some people may 
see colors when they hear sounds, or taste flavors when they touch certain textures. 

Let's say that each time I touch a rock, I not only feel it being solid, but I also hear a sound or tone. 
And depending on where I touch the rock, the tone changes pitch, so that if I touch the rock on the 
side, the tone is lower than if I touch it on the top surface. The pairing of the senses can be such that 
when I touch the rock, I feel it being solid, I hear a specific sound, and I see or perceive the rock 
having a different color. The perceptive experience is consistent with each rock I touch, and the 
location of where I touch it. The perception is real, the reality is limited but actually exists. That is 
to say, there are other individuals with the same types of perceptions. The colors or sounds may be 
different for each person, but they are consistent. 


Individuals in modern society have in a few cases encountered and communicated with “alien” life- 
forms existing in remote locations of the universe a great distance from here. The interactions have 
many elements of commonality, while limited, they are real or true. Let's call this true reality with 
limits, it can be defined and recorded with consistency, but only in a small number of the general 
population. 


There are people with repressed memories from early childhood molestation or from brain disease 
or chemical imbalances which can create distorted alien encounters and various other strange 
memories. These false memories are created as a protective mechanism in the person's mind. Let's 
call this false limited reality, when the truth is uncovered, the memories seem to fade or become 
more vague and varied. 


In quick summary : 


True reality without limits : True reality with limits 
False reality without limits : False reality with limits 


The REM has a number of functions it can perform. It can determine false reality from true reality, 
change your senses so that you hear with your tongue, taste with your eyes, or see with your sense 
of touch on your skin. It can allow other people to experience your senses by an interpolation or 
translation process. For example, when a person on the platform eats some bacon, people inside the 
reality projected area will also perceive and have the perception of the taste of bacon. 

The REM can extend your range of perception, allowing you to see radio waves, smell x-rays, hear 
weak radioactive elements, taste ultrasonic sound, or feel the smell of a flower. In that manner, you 
can interface directly to animals, insects, and other living creatures, provided the REM has a means 
to interconnect to the brain or cellular interactions of the life-forms and you have the ability to 
interpolate the information by sensory means. 


It has the capacity or "bandwidth" to accommodate or process simultaneous interactions of about 88 
entities (people and/or animals), depending on the number of senses utilized. Interactions can be 
multiplexed or direct brain interconnected to form a single identity or "individual" with a 
polymorphic brain able to process sensory information and having an intelligence of up to 88 
entities (people and/or animals). If you think the sum of the parts is greater than the whole, then 
having a temporary IQ over 2000 won't astonish you. 


The projection range extends for a radius of 50 feet from the central modality convergence 
transmission point. The maximum number of simultaneous sensory transferences per entity is about 
81, which greatly extends your normal range (27). This includes proprioception (sense of limb 
position), chronoception (sense of passage of time, affects circadian rhythms), nociception (allows 
you to feel pain), itching, equilibrioception (sense of balance), magnetoreception (sense of magnetic 
field), chemoreception (triggers, and blood oxygen levels), thermoception (sense of temperature), 
including many other sensations typical of body functionality, hunger, thirst, full bladder, and so on. 
(Body function senses are typically unused except for medical evaluation use.) 


When operated at full capacity, a process requiring great skill, it can project in real spacetime a true 
reality without limits to a great radius. A very tiny area of spacetime in the universe. It has the 
ability to suspend spacetime in a manner that removes you from ever existing, in all realizational 
dimensions, across all time. [Called: Burning Across Time] 


The person standing on the platform with their hands extended onto the square tiles can transmit or 
project thoughts, visualizations, sounds, touch, taste, and smell perceptions, past memories recalled 
or newly created memories and thoughts to other individuals within 50 feet of the platform. Your 
wildest dreams or most personal memories or experiences can be realized and communicated to 
others. 


The more others share their imagination, hopes, and dreams with you, the wider your scope or range 
of creativity can become, increasing the range and diversity of your imagination and thoughts. In so 
doing, your knowledge is greatly increased and the reality you experience gains more depth. 

At a convergent point of events along a trail in a place on Turtle Island known as Huntley Meadows 
Park, it will become possible to use augmented reality from the REM or an electronic virtual reality 
headset to experience projected images transposed over what you would normally see. This is so 
you can hear and see, while safely traveling along the boardwalk/trail in the park, dinosaurs, tribal 
inhabitants, unknown wildlife creatures, and historical events of the past and future calibrated to 
your physical geographical coordinates as you walk. Thus avoiding the risks and dangers of moving 
across reality and spacetime to directly experience and interact. 


People living forward from the year 2018 can believe and choose as they wish, a reality controlled 
by a machine (data cell phone, computer, tablet, virtual reality headset) or a reality inspired by 
creativity, learning, and direct interaction with others, and the natural environment. 

In going forward from that time, those with limited senses might have a Flat Scope. A direct 
electronic implant on the frontal lobe of the brain done at a very young age so that the brain 
develops visual, hearing, and other augmented senses. The augmented senses may include two-way 
radio communications, GPS location, wireless interconnects to the internet and various appliances, 
radio, television, and so forth. While it may seem appealing, it is not advisable to become 
"connected" to augment the norm of sensory perceptions if you are not truly physically deficient in 
a sensory manner. 


The REM augments or creates a virtual reality world of existence that does not require special 
glasses or equipment to experience. It can interconnect your mind with others within the octagonal 
radius to create teams of players for enjoyment or destruction. An interactive direct brain-to-brain 
link is hindered only by the speed at which your neurons communicate. 


The reality projector has uses for entertainment, contests of skill and endurance. It can also be used 
in a destructive manner to create nightmarish thoughts from hell in contests of “breaking” minds 
using additional platforms with individuals who are directly linked together. 


Off to one side of the machine was a stone placard: 


“Life is a game and we play it very seriously because even if it's irrelevant it can be an amazing experience or a 
dreadfully painful one depending on circumstances, so | don't knock playing the game to win. It is not only our 
nature, it is in our best interest to be good and seek pleasure in all ways (physical, psychological, and "spiritual" 
[whatecer that means]). But playing this game very seriously, only taking a break in our seemingly illogical (based 
on the game's rules anyway) dreams, we can get really dedicated and invested with our thoughts being 
consumed by some of the most important measurable rankings of the game (wealth, health, status, etc.) and 
forget it's just a game. It's just an experience to pass the "time" (again, just a perceivable dimension the game 
uses as a platform for movement). Nothing means anything. Your life is the subjective rambling thoughts of a 
collection of "stuff" that, given an infinite number of chances, organized into these entities which can obtain self- 
awareness. Your IRA/401k, your cancer, your cheating wife, your dead kid, your promotion, your BMW, they are 
all not real. It's all just energy collected and perceived. That's not to say don't play the game. It's a really REALLY 
amazing game. The graphics are stellar, no lag, very immersive, etc. and you can have really great time; plus it's 
the only game you have so either play it of turn off the console (eat a bullet). Isn't it a relief to look away from 
the game and realize it's all just a dream? | can look anyone in the eyes, the most miserable person in the world, 
a child sex slave, a burn victim having bandages changed, and tell them truthful everything will be okay. 
Everything will be alright. Isn't that comforting. You are already "dead" (whatever that means). You were never 
alive. This isn't real.” - I can_breathe 


Henry pointed to the stone placard. "It's a most profound quote," he said. "If you change and alter 
reality, you can lose your way and alter the ability to communicate. A game of high stakes with 
great rewards, but also dangerous to play. I advise against it, but shall not challenge your decision, 
should it be your desire." 


"Did you notice a word that seems to be misspelled?" he continued. "A word near the end of the 
fourth line: 'whatecer.' Some say that it was overlooked when the stone placard was made, others 
say it is intentional, a key of some sort to unlock what remains hidden in the words. Let's think a 
moment. Say the word was intended to be 'whatever.' The letter 'c' is the third letter in the alphabet, 
the letter 'v' is the fourth letter from the end of the alphabet, which is 'z,' and the letter 'v' is fifth 
from the end. A clue given by the word's position, the last word on the fourth line. Taking the 


numbers alone, 3, 4, 5, which many learn as a math rule for a right triangle. The Pythagorean 
Theorem of geometry, AA2 + BA2 = CA2, to make a square corner of a right triangle. It's not a 
typical encryption a computer could solve, a3 45 rule." 

"The question you need to ask yourself," said Henry, "is why reality would have any limit on speed 
of events?" 


It was now the twilight of evening, the last sunlight glow from the sky faded. "Long day tomorrow, 
best we get some rest,” said Henry. So it was; they all took rest for the night. 


In life, there are rare moments when two divergent life entities bond and offer the best of 
themselves to understand and fully communicate experiences that defy established paths. In that 
rare process, life gives a part of itself (spirit) to another life, and is returned. In that rarest of 
moments, both individual lifeforms are transformed and forever changed; they become as one and 
yet apart. 


The chief and a dazzling, beautiful orange owl named Fluffy had an affinity for each other. At some 
point, they converged, becoming one and then two apart, both spirits forever changed. They shared 
cherished moments of wonder, learning, and understanding beyond the established boundaries of 
physical interactions. They enjoyed each other's presence, living in wonder, and enjoying daily 
events and activities. The owl soared in search of prey in the moonlight, screeching in delight. The 
chief at times shared his uncooked dinner with Fluffy, and cooked a portion for himself. There are 
no words I can use to fully encompass the joy and wonder they both enjoyed during that time, at 
times sharing meals of rabbit, squirrel, and skunk. 


Owls in general are predators with sharp talons and beaks, and can be dangerous. Fluffy was a 
peaceful owl, not bonded by instinct, nor imprinted on humans. Owls do not live as long as humans, 
and sadly after several years, Fluffy passed away from natural causes. The chief was distraught and 
heartbroken. He had only recently rebounded, but deep scars remained. 


In the early morning twilight, Henry, Susan, Mark, Funwabi, and Oswald readied for the opening of 
the popcorn festival activities. The audience assembled in a clearing near the REM device, which 
was behind the slightly elevated stage. 


As the sun began to rise in a shimmering dome of light, Henry, standing on the elevated stage 
before the group, pulled a very old ocarina from his pocket and began to play. As he played the 
melody, he took off a magician top hat from his head and placed it upside down on an invisible jig 
to levitate it. The stationary hat was sitting in front of him at waist level, appearing to rest on just air 
to the onlookers. 


As he continued to play the melody, Susan and Mark joined him at his side in a line facing the 
audience. Next, Funwabi came forward and sat on the stage next to Susan, and then Oswald flew up 
and perched on Mark's shoulder. As the sun continued to rise, rays of light passed through prisms 
placed behind the audience and created magical rainbows of light upon Henry, Susan, Mark, 
Funwabi, and Oswald. 


The melody grew louder and more pronounced, being amplified with echo through the trees so all 
could hear clearly. Susan began to sing an ancient song in an unknown dialect, her red hair 
shimmering like fire from the brilliant sunlight. Susan, using ventriloquism, ceased moving her lips, 
but the singing by her continued. 


Slowly from the upside-down hat, a stuffed orange owl rose into the air. The REM device was now 
activated, and a projection of Fluffy appeared superimposed on the stuffed orange owl and took 


flight into the air. The projection, lifelike in appearance, soared and dipped, and the familiar 
screeching sound of Fluffy was heard in the background as the melody played by Henry continued. 
In the audience, various individuals began playing musical instruments made of carrots, cucumbers, 
bell peppers, celery, and other vegetables. The melody gained in crescendo as more and more 
members of the audience joined in tune with the melody. 


When the sun was fully above the horizon, a loud booming sound happened suddenly. Then, the 
projected image stopped, the music and singing stopped, and popcorn falling like snow fell upon the 
audience. Henry took the stuffed orange owl, which levitated in the air, and handed it to the chief, 
who was sitting in the front row near the stage. The chief, at this point, had tear-filled eyes of 
emotional memories. All was silent. 


The audience was stunned by the amazing spectacle they had just witnessed. They had never seen 
anything like it before. The chief was especially moved by the appearance of Fluffy, his beloved pet 
owl. He held the stuffed owl close to his chest and wept tears of joy. 


The opening of the popcorn festival was a huge success. The audience was entertained, amazed, and 
touched by the performance. They will never forget the day they saw the magical owl. 


Henry stated in a clear voice so all could hear, “In the adventure of life, there are no limits. We all 
travel together, to learn, seek, and discover.” At that moment, Toc Toodle-Pip flew from nowhere 
and perched on the arm of the chief. Henry improvised his planned discourse, “...new friends to 
accompany us along the way.” 


Cheering arose from the audience with a deafening roar. Toc Toodle-Pip stood fast for all to see, 
perching upon the chief. Indeed, they became friends to each other in that very moment! In 
celebration, the musicians in the audience ate their musical instruments as others drank refreshing 
coconut and pineapple juice mix. 


The day progressed with games of skill and various activities, all accompanied by the ever-present 
sound of things popping as preparations were made and tested for the main popping contest. The 
assortment of popped items included amaranth, quinoa, barley, rye berries, spelt, fox nut, lotus 
seeds, spatterdock, gamagrass seeds, and various types of chickpeas. The contest included the 
cooking process, cookware designed to tune the popping sound for maximum effect, the flavor of 
the cooking oil, and most important, the taste of the end result in all its glory of fluffy, crunchy 
goodness. Precise cooking temperature and the moisture content of the kernels were closely 
monitored by cooks trying to win. 


The cooking devices were most unique in design. Some cooked only one kernel at a time, firing it 
through an expansion tube, where the fluffy flake was measured by its rate of fall, puffed by heated 
air to sort out any imperfect flakes, then slowed by air to land without the least damage or 
imperfection. Another device used the pressurized steam released by each micro-explosive puff to 
power a mini steam organ playing a tune. A mouse powered one of the devices by running inside a 
wheel which turned the cooking cylinder connected by a pulley. It was mesmerizing just to watch 
the incredible popping devices as they were tested and adjusted, and retested and readjusted. 

The judges were a panel of experts from the world of popcorn, including a chef, a food scientist, 
and a popcorn connoisseur. They evaluated each entry based on the following criteria: 


Taste: The popcorn should be flavorful and have a pleasant, nutty aroma. 

Texture: The popcorn should be fluffy and light, with a satisfying crunch. 

Appearance: The popcorn should be evenly popped and have a nice color. 

Creativity: The popcorn should be unique and interesting, and reflect the creativity of the cook. 


The winner of the contest was announced at the end of the day, and the crowd cheered as the 
champion was presented with a trophy and a year's supply of popcorn. The competition was fierce, 
but in the end, the best popcorn won. 


While popcorn was a popular attraction, other activities garnered attention as well; of particular 
note were the snail races. Each land snail was painted with non-toxic brightly colored dyes, and 
each snail was detailed with racing stripes, exotic numeral patterns, and geometric symbols. The 
snails looked stunning. 


Snails, crickets, grasshoppers, and ants all like to eat popcorn in its natural popped state, without 
additional salty flavorings or sugar coatings. The race platform was a dampened cloth 27 inches 
square, with progressively larger octagon-shaped circles marked on the cloth to indicate the 
progression and finish lines. Snails are night-active creatures, so over the two weeks leading up to 
the race, they had been adjusted by changing their light-darkness cycle. The races were conducted 
in a very shady, cool area under dense trees, dimly lit during the day. The cloth placement was 
aligned with the magnetic field of the planet. Magnetized items were placed on each corner of the 
square. The snails would be awarded additional points for finishing in a magnetic zone marked on 
the cloth. The snails, caught from the wild two weeks earlier, would be released after the winner had 
been determined. To motivate the snails, popcorn was placed in a marked area along the outermost 
circle along the edge of the cloth. 


Each person was limited to three snails for the contest. Several race platforms were placed about in 
the area for each stage of the race. There were three stages to determine the winning snail: speed, 
endurance, and distraction. In the first stage, speed determined the winner. Eight snails were placed 
in the center circle for each race, and the winner was determined by the first snail to reach the 
largest outside finish line. After each race, the cloth was "washed" in water to remove the snail trail 
(slime) and allowed to dry to the proper dampness for the next race. 


In the second stage, the snails were again placed in the center circle, and to get to the popcorn, they 
had to negotiate over a ring of razor-sharp stones of glass-like composition. This required the snails 
to exude a large amount of slime and carefully move across the dangerous sharp edges without 
injury. Again, after each race, the stones and cloth were cleaned to ensure that the later contenders 
did not have an advantage from previous racers. If the snail won both stages, it went on to the last 
and final stage or round. 


The third stage of the race was about to begin. The snails were lined up at the starting line, each one 
equipped with a distract-or, a small bright multi-colored light and flashing strobe to distract the 
contenders. Painted crickets and tagged grasshoppers were added to the race. The racers were 
placed under a small dome with a hole in the top. The race began when the dome was lifted. 

A small wall barrier outside the cloth racing platform prevented the racers from escaping after 
completing the race. The final race also included two hungry frogs outside the dome to eat any 
crickets, grasshoppers, or snails which did not make haste to the finish line. The frogs were tethered 
by string so that they had a limited area to roam. 


The crowd cheered as the dome was lifted. The snails were in their shells, the crickets, and hoppers 
began to move, and the frogs ate about three crickets. Four of the crickets attacked and ate another 
cricket. The snails began to move about. The frog on the left side of the platform ate a hopper and 
was going for a cricket, then snapped up a snail named Speedy. Another snail named Slider attacked 
and began eating the frog on the left. The frog on the right ate a large hopper, and seemed to be 
having difficulty swallowing it. Meanwhile, the flashing snail lights moved in random disarray. 


A snail named Polariton was in the lead, gaining speed to the area of popcorn. The onlookers 
shouted and cheered, making all sorts of noises. The noise stirred up a snake, which had somehow 
entered the ring and gobbled the frog on the right. The black-colored snake was now tethered by the 
string of the frog on the right, which had been eaten. A second snail named Radula began attacking 
the frog on the left, joining the first. The frog went down quickly and was now food for the hungry 
snails. 


Green cricket number 44 reached the popcorn, winning first place in the cricket race. Then 
Polariton won first place in the snail race. Hopper 88 won first place in the hopper race. Polariton 
was awarded a flavorful strawberry for winning. Hopper 88 and cricket 44 received tasty treats. The 
string was cut after the race, and the snake was freed to the wild. Shortly after being released, a 
large bird swooped down and carried the meal into the clouds. 


The crowd cheered and clapped as the winners were announced. It had been an exciting race, and 
everyone was happy to see the animals receive their well-deserved rewards. In a forest, mighty trees 
tower above smaller plants, gathering sunlight. Yet on the forest floor, plants grow with greater 
splendor than the mighty trees. 


Included in the various contests, games, and activities were notable popcorn constructions. Edibles 

made from popped popcorn were constructed into flying toys, model buildings, animal shapes, and 

artistic creations. Some constructions were made from flaked kernels, while others were made from 
“popcorn foam” shapes. 


A device used steam to pressurize kernel endosperm extract into flowing gelatin, which was then 
injected into molds of various shapes. The hot pressurized gelatin rapidly expanded into rods, 
cylinders, bars, beams, boards, and planks of starchy protein polymer, without hulls. This solid 
“foamed puff” material was then constructed into various objects made from the “edible puff.” 
Light flying toys and short-lived floating objects were constructed when helium was used with the 
steam. Food coloring and flavorings could be added in the process. 


The finished objects constructed from the foamed puff and random flaked popcorn were inventive 
and marvelous. Creations with mechanized motions were fascinating to watch. 


One of the most memorable objects was a sound speaker made of the material. The speaker was a 
foamed puff panel or cone shape that was flexed using variable magnetic forces created by 
modulation of electrical currents. The flexing of the foamed puff material moved air in a similar 
way, creating sound. The popcorn speakers were spaced out in a stereophonic configuration, and the 
music they produced was the best I had ever heard! The sound was so good that my ears wanted to 
eat it! 


The tribal people loved flowers and plants. Each person had their favorite pet flower or exotic plant, 
which they studied in great detail, including the insects that pollinated them, the precise soil 
conditions they needed, and the electrical ions and currents that promoted optimum growth. Plants 
are very efficient; they only take in what they need and do not produce waste like many other 
lifeforms. 


For the various flower shows and contests, many of the plants were encouraged to bloom by 
manipulating chemical triggers, seasonal lighting, and temperature changes. The more exotic and 
incredible plants needed more than just sunlight, water, air, and soil. Some needed strange magnetic, 
centrifugal, and gravitational fields, while others needed muon bombardment with polariton 
radiation to induce chemical reactions in plasmons moving within atomized layers of metallic-like 


leaf structures. A special searle generator with a magnetic prism was used to generate the needed 
magnetic dispersion for these more exotic plant specimens. 


Some of the incredible plants that the tribal people had cultivated included strawberries that tasted 
like grapes, and grapes that tasted like strawberries. The youngsters especially liked plants that 
made cap gun-like explosions, releasing a shower of seeds at great distances. They would hold 
contests to see who could throw the seeds the farthest and make the loudest pop. 


Henri entered the dancing Fanana banana plants in the flower show, along with an electrical signal 
generator. He placed the plants next to the popcorn speakers, which got a lot of attention from the 
onlookers. 


The flower show had already started when Mark arrived, so he had missed the beginning. When he 
arrived, the flowers had already been rated on their pleasing color, shape, aroma, and overall health. 
The insect pollination and observation was in progress. In this test, insects that had already been 
noted on the particular plant species were placed on the flower and observed for symbiotic 
interaction. A slightly pornographic yet scientific assessment was conducted to ensure that the 
flowering plant would continue to survive in wild natural conditions. 


In the midst of all the living plants, there was one exhibit that stood out: artificially created plants 
made of conductive plastic. These green creations were made into tiles and panels of grass, vines, 
and dense growths, and when placed properly, it was very difficult to tell they were not living from 
a short distance away. The plant creations contained solar conversion collectors, designed to 
efficiently convert sunlight into electrical energy. The stems and branches provided electrical 
connections to sun tracking leaves. The synthetic plants had various sensors, photo detectors, 
electronic circuitry, and nitinol actuators for motion. “Robotic plants,” the thought flashed through 
his mind. “An army of mobile robotic plants.” 


Bing Al 


Henry, as usual, was busy tasting and judging the various popped creations along with everyone 
else. Everyone was encouraged to participate, even the judges. Henry had submitted two popcorn 
salads that he liked to eat on occasion. 


(Photo Gimma Gutang) 


One was a popcorn salad with iceberg lettuce, carrots, chicken strips, fresh popcorn croutons, 
and a creamy salad dressing made with oregano-flavored olive oil, fresh mint, vinegar, pepper, 
thyme, fermented fish and egg, and other herbs. 


(Photo Gimma Gutang) 


The other salad that Henry liked to eat was made with iceberg lettuce, white sticks of jicama, seeded 
tomatoes, fresh popcorn croutons, and a simple dressing of olive oil, calamansi, salt, and pepper. 


Both salads were simple to make and delicious to eat. Henry had to shoo Oswald away from the 
judges several times while his entries were being checked for crispness, taste, and aroma. 


Edible artistic popcorn creations of anything you could imagine existed. There were large popcorn 
pizzas topped with various treats, picture images using food-colored popcorn in vivid colors, 
popcorn trees made of chocolate, igloo-like structures made from popcorn, popcorn cakes and pies 
with flavored multi-layers of tasty crunchy sweetness, some with mixes of nuts, others with mixes 
of dried berries. Not all the creations used popped corn; some used popped amaranth, and a mixed 
assortment of seeds, light, fluffy, crunchy, and magically wonderful. Popcorn balls of assorted sizes 
were useful in playful games. A contest was held to see how far a popcorn ball would roll on a flat 
area after going down a slope. 


The most spectacular of the events involved massive globes about four to five feet in diameter made 
of popcorn with a sweet candy binder. The candy concoctions held the puffed flakes together, a 
closely guarded secret by the contestants. The contestants were only permitted to use specific 
ingredients, in various manners, and the diameter of the finished ball, weight, and percentage of 
popcorn were checked to confirm that all were following established rules. 


It was exciting to watch as large round spheres of popcorn rolled with increasing velocity down 
steep inclines, shedding small popcorn bits along the way. The bulbous rounded masses smashed 
into each other at the bottom center area with a loud noise, shattering and spewing popcorn in all 
directions. It was a bit dangerous, with people nearby breaking off the dirty outside and eating the 
cores of cleaned airborne fragments caught before they hit the ground. The event was a smashing 
success with the crowd. 


As Mark wandered around, he noticed meat cooking on various fire pits and grills. He had noticed 
no farms with animals from the airship, so he was confused. He saw a large assortment of meat 
cooking, from pork chops to steak, along with the popcorn. He feared the worst. 


Then he found Susan wandering about, enjoying the mood of the festival. "Susan," he asked weakly 
in a quiet voice, pointing to a large cooking grill filled with meat. "Are they... He stammered, "Are 
they cooking..." 


Susan looked at Mark puzzled, then realized what he was thinking. "No," she said with a laugh in 
her voice. "It's not cannibal stew meat. It's meat analog. It looks like meat, cooks like meat, smells 
and tastes like meat. It's made from plants with synthetic heme from yeast, created with various 
textures and flavors to match any animal you're familiar with, from bear and beef to zebra, rare to 
well done. No animals or people are harmed in its production." 


"See that mayo over there?" Susan said, pointing to someone putting spread on a slice of bread. 
Then she pointed in another direction to a person cooking a breakfast meal. "No eggs from 
chickens, no chickens or turkeys. It's all made from plants." 


Mark was amazed. He had never heard of meat analog before. He took a bite of the meat that Susan 
offered him, and it was delicious. He couldn't believe that it wasn't real meat. He was glad that he 
had asked Susan about it. He was looking forward to trying more of the meat analog at the festival. 


The coconut oil that Henry comes here to get for the orange popcorn is not from a coconut tree. It is 
a coconut oil analog, produced by genetically altered bacteria that has DNA from a specific species 
of coconut tree that once grew here. The natives, trying to save the species, put the DNA into 


bacteria to save the specific DNA pattern so they can someday regenerate coconut trees that can 
survive the natural conditions here. 


Mark was stunned. He couldn't believe what Susan had told him. She continued, "The strange 
'shark-like animal’ came into existence when they tried to save the DNA of a Tasmanian tiger by 
combining it with a shark's DNA. A few of the people here have integrated specific plant DNA into 
their own. Those plants you see on a few of them are not sprouts, they are a physical part of their 
body and their being. Many of them would have died from genetic abnormality and cancers. They 
have altered themselves to overcome the handicap, and in some cases use mechanical and electrical 
mechanisms to aid them in daily living. This is where we get not just the special coconut oil but 
supplies and food for the airship. The meals of fish, the bacon and eggs, the beef and chicken, all 
from plants. The world around him had changed. The illusion Mark had arrived with faded to 
realization." 


Mark was amazed. He had never heard of such things before. He was excited to learn more about 
this place and its people. He knew that he would never look at the world the same way again. 


As Mark looked around, he noticed a number of randomly spaced circular stone fire pits about two 
meters in diameter. Nearby on the ground was a clean large flat rock surface with various 
petroglyph shapes and symbols carved into the rock. There were fires bumming in each pit, but no 
cooking was going on. It seemed rather odd. 


"Susan," he asked, "It seems odd that the fires are burning but no cooking is happening in those fire 
pits." He pointed to them quizzically. 


Susan answered, "Those are for a rather unique game in which everyone wins. That rock on the 
ground is the game board, and seed markers are placed on symbols and shapes as the game 
progresses. As the fire pits burn down, there will be hot coals in each of them, creating a laminar 
flow of hot air upwards. A light object with a large surface area, called a ‘floater,’ placed over a fire 
pit will float upwards until the heated air cools and shifts with mixed convection currents from the 
slight wind of the atmosphere. As the levitated floating craft moves downwards, it will hopefully 
drift sideways to an adjacent fire pit and drift upwards again. Each player will have a light paper- 
like craft which they have designed for the purpose. 


"The place of each fire pit may seem random, however, it's based on complex mathematical 
atmospheric flow dynamics. So in theory, a properly constructed ‘floater’ will remain in the air for a 
long time and float above each or most of the hot air plumes rising from the fire pits. It gets 
interesting as more players participate, with floaters crashing and bumping into each other, and 
some floaters not drifting in cool air long enough and overheating and catching fire from the heat. 
Floaters can rise very high and drift a long way, so a large area around the pits is clear of burnable 
material. 


"The length of time in the air, and number of pits covered, determines your position on the rock. At 
the end of the game, you press a bread-like dough onto your symbol, creating an impression in the 
dough. Cooking it in the remaining hot embers and sharing it with others. Everyone that participates 
wins by getting to ride in a platform which Henry will secure by several cables to the Flying 
Popcorn Monster so they can look down at the sights from the sky for a few minutes. A very 
thrilling experience for those who have never seen the world from above." 


Mark was intrigued. He had never heard of such a game before. He was excited to try it out. 


Funwabi ran toward Susan and Mark. When Funwabi reach them she barked once then lifted a paw 
and then fell to the ground in convulsions. Mark in panic thought she was dying. Susan began 
speaking softly to Funwabi keeping her hands away from her head and mouth, she touched Funwabi 
gently, “Its alright Funwabi.” Susan began keeping track of the time. “Mark”, she said calmly, 
“Funwabi has Epilepsy, she is having a seizure. I need to you get some cool water if you can for her 
paws and find Henry. I will stay here with her. 


The seizure was of short duration and lasted less than thirty seconds. Mark returned in a few 
moments with some water and Henry. Henry looked lovingly at Funwabi speaking softly, 
“Funwabi, nice dog, good,well done.“Funwabi seemed to understand. Henry looking at Funwabi 
who was still a bit disorientated and wobbly. Henry looked at Mark, “She knew she was about to 
have a seizure so she came to you both for help. Funwabi is very smart, we all have our problems to 
deal with in life. Henry patted Funwabi gently to reassure her and to help her adjust, and whetted 
her paws to help cool her. “ Its rare for Funwabi to have a seizure, perhaps all the activity acted as a 
trigger. Lets take her back to the airship and let her rest for a bit in quiet. So they all went back to 
the airship for a break, and light meal. 


Mark was wearing some new shoes given to him by one of the natives at one of the festival booths. 
They looked like a regular pair of shoes but they were different. Near the laces of the shoes were 
hidden buttons which he had in unknowing manner bumped and activated when stumbling on a tree 
root as he was walking. The button activated the shoes and it now felt like he was walking barefoot 
in squishy mud. He stopped momentarily trying to figure out what had happened. Henry inquired, “ 
What is the matter aren't you coming to the airship with us?” Mark replied, “It feels like I am 
walking barefoot in squishy mud.” Susan giggled, “Those shoes have buttons near the laces so you 
can choose the surface textures. You can adjust the shoes so that you feel as if you are walking on 
barefoot on cool soft grass, squishy mud, springy sponge, beach sand, fluffy pillows, rocky gravel, 
crunchy potato chips, and so forth. You must have bumped the switches in some fashion. Mark 
continued walking along with the group and soon they stopped under a giant bowabinga tree. “Lets 
get some takeout from above, I have a real surprise for you something you haven't tried. What do 
you like the least to eat ? “, asked Henry. Mark replied, “Spinach, and brussel sprouts.” Susan 
replied, “Broccoli and celery.” Henry shouted upwards “ Three whirly burgers with cheese and a 
side order of spinach, brussel sprouts, broccoli, and celery. In short moment later a small package 
containing the side order drifted down by parachute. Then after a short wait a whiffing sound could 
be heard as three whirly burgers looking like giant maple tree seeds spun around and around flying 
in spiral fashion from the top of the tree slowly descending in the air from where the whirly burgers 
were cooking by concentrated sunlight above. 


Nothing like it anywhere, the taste is incredible, delicious and marvelous. The amazing thing about 
whirly burger after you have eaten it your perception of taste changes for a short time afterwards. 
It's like miracle berries with miraculin except instead of making things you eat afterwards taste 
sweet it makes things you don't like taste like another delicious burger. So you can eat things which 
are healthy for you but don't normally eat because of the flavor. 


As they continued to the airship they stopped to get some refreshing thirst quenchers to go with the 
food. It was a Fruity Fizzy stand where they ordered orange honeysuckle nectar, and blue banana 
smoothies. 


Soon they arrived at the airship in the cool shade of a bowabinga tree and after eating whirly 
burgers ate the spinach, brussel sprouts, celery and broccoli. Funwabi was given just some cool 
water to drink and she quickly began resting. Oswald fed some tasty berries, and the bird cage 
cleaned and fresh water placed. It had been a busy day and was now late in the afternoon. 


They sat relaxing and talking on various topics which changed course at various intervals. Mark 
was telling them all about Betsy beetles (Passalidae) and what he learned during a strength vs speed 
contest between the racing beetles. The contest was to decide the fastest and strongest beetle as they 
raced pulling small weights behind them. Mark had learned in talking with the contestants that 
Betsy Beetles eat their own poop to survive! 


“Betsy beetles,” Mark continued, “Eat rotting wood logs and make tunnels in them, they make 
seventeen distinctive sounds, which seems a mode of communication. They eat the rotting wood 
and partly digest it, which it then poops, the poop is then broken down further by bacteria and fungi 
externally, the beetle then eats the “POOP” or Predigested Organic Ordure Pulp containing the 
fungi and microorganisms it actually digests to survive. 


At this point Susan listening intently commented, “Well then it's not really eating poop its eating the 
fungi and microorganisms. The question is how did the beetle learn to do this and why? It would be 
simpler for the beetle to just eat the fungi and bacterial microorganisms existing on the rotting 
wood. The microorganisms must have changed somehow due to conditions and a symbiotic 
relationship developed as an easier means of survival for both. It seems strange but even the food 
we eat is broken down by microorganisms and without them it would be difficult for us to survive.” 
“Good thing I don’t eat poop,” said Mark, “it must taste horrible.” 


Susan began talking about a water drop microscope design seen during the exhibits, “ .... It had 
really good magnification about 100X, and they used electro-static charge to focus it .. it even had 
light polarization to study crystal structures. The exhibitor in the process discovered calcite crystal 
eye structures on brittle stars which have no brain and had lost count of them at ten thousand. Can 
you even imagine having ten thousand eyes and no brain? What a creature!” 


Henry began speaking slowly with thought and deep meaning, “ Mark”, he began, “ I have 
something to say and I want you to listen carefully in consideration.” Susan nodded at Henry, she 
knew what he was about to say and remained quiet. Henry continued, “ An offer is granted and 
extended to you . I have waited until this time to give you a chance to make good decision of it. 
First off.. Do you know where you really are at the moment?” Mark remained silent unsure of how 
to respond. Henry spoke slowly in sure manner, “ When we first met and I shouted down to you 
from the airship you were standing inside an amazing machine. While events for you have seemed 
to last weeks and days, you have only been standing inside the operating array a few moments, and 
yet in that brief time you have learned a great deal and have the memory of it. Think of it a parallel 
reality of sorts, an alternative reality in which events happen at a faster rate, time accelerated and 
yet unaltered. 


There are three choices. You can remain here with the tree people and be provided with information 
and learning to the highest degree, have anything you want or need. You can challenge your beliefs, 
study scientific pursuits, and engage your most creative endeavors, you can prolong your life 
beyond comprehension, your intellect and mental abilities greatly enhanced. In making this choice, 
you will simply vanish from inside the array with out a trace no one will see you leave or be aware 
of your decision, there is no going back home, no return. 


The second choice is to continue your adventuresome travel with us on the airship with all its 
hazards and possibilities. If something happens to you while standing in the machine you will 
vanish from this reality. If something unforeseen happens here in this reality such as death, or 
serious injury you will vanish from inside the machine and be locked here in this reality for the rest 
of your natural life. Its a biological link of sorts, a quantum link an entanglement of reality. At the 
end of our journey you will have memory of it, but no recollection and will find yourself standing in 


the middle of a field inside an octagon-shaped antenna array. To maintain physical existence in two 
realities at the same time can be dangerous and entails risks. 


The third choice is to return now, with no memories of recent events, before the distortion of 
quantum mingling transference. Finding yourself alone in a reality of unknown probabilities but 
will be free to do as you choose. Think of it as a blank reality uncharted, where dreams become real. 
A sort of reality which you create by thought. You will vanish from the “here now” and from inside 
the array as if you had never existed nor changed events by your actions. 


Mark thought long and carefully, “I will travel until the end of the adventure, its only a few minutes. 
In the passages of time with endless realities nine minutes is a lifetime of events and the number of 
trails or pathways without end. “ 


Henry won his big hat back with a unique salad containing iceberg lettuce, covered with a secret 
salad dressing and sprinkled with flavored popcorn and bits of rambutan. 


After they had left the island of the tree dwellers, they traveled towards Iceberg Lettuce. Iceberg 
Lettuce was an artificial iceberg. Henry had with unknown assistance constructed a large secret 
research laboratory inside the fake iceberg with living quarters and scientific equipment near the 
Antarctic. Lettuce grows best under cool conditions. Henry had a large portion of the lab devoted to 
it. He had made improvements by selective plant genetics creating various hybrids with unique 
qualities. 


Lettuce was grown by ancient Egyptians for oil and tasty leaves, over time Romans, Greeks and 
others by selecting specific traits improved desirable characteristics. Today various varieties are 
commercially grown and available for use in salads and stews. 


In the large interior growing area, illuminated by the semi-transparent icy sun roof, Henry using a 
CRISPR tool created strains of lettuce with red, orange, yellow, gold, and blue leaves focusing 
mainly on densely packed head types with a goal of improving electrical storage batteries, in 
addition to flavor and crispiness. A small area contained a species hybrid which was labeled “Do 
Not Eat High Lactucarium! Medical Use Only!”. The Strains of Lettuce contained lettuce opium 
with mild narcotic properties, acting like a sedative with pain relief. It was lettuce to get rid of a 
headache or help you fall asleep. 


Iceberg Lettuce was a non-tabular looking medium to large iceberg with a short level area on one 
side which penguins really liked. From time to time, Henry would toss them fish and squid packed 
with a vitamin supplement to keep them healthy. Like a real iceberg most of secret lab was 
underwater. The outside surface was real ice maintained by cooling and refrigeration equipment. 
After a bit of chipping ice away from a hidden entrance. They entered, inside, later a larger door 
was activated and the Flying Popcorn Monster was safely stored inside a large interior berth, the 
door closed and then re-iced so it would not be discovered by passing ocean ships. A novel 
thermocline propulsion system permitted the iceberg to move in various directions as it were 
drifting about like a real iceberg. 


In the lower sections underwater were living quarters, a large observation area and larger air locked 
chamber room with visual transparency and swimming /diving pool opening directly into the ocean 
waters. Further below were various levels with power generating equipment, propulsion and thrust 
equipment, ballast stabilization s, passive sound detection equipment, sub surface mapping and 
scientific measurement devices. You could study ocean currents and waves and depths of the 
ocean, examine the earths core, measure tectonic plate motion or gaze at the southern aurora, 
measure muons, check refraction of gravitational waves ; have an iced tea and scone while 


pondering the greatness of many unknown mysteries. On that berg of scientific investigation were 
untold volumes of information exceeding comprehension and plenty of iceberg lettuces and 
flavorful dressings to snack upon. At night thru the large portal in your sleeping quarters you could 
see various sea life moving about in the multi-color underwater illumination from bright Auroras. It 
was beyond extraordinary, marvelous, or astounding it was “iceberg-lettuce”. 


Of the many projects was one involving bio-luminescent krill, The light producing organs 
containing a light guide or lens in the front and reflector in the back. Henry was in the process of 
trying to develop a better solar lens system for the Flying Popcorn Monster. But an old Crab-eater 
seal just didn't see it that way. Night after night swimming by the lab viewing portal and seeing the 
faint krill glow of thousands of tasty treats was just to tantalizing to ignore on the way to the 
routine nighttime feeding areas. At night when everyone was sleeping lo Crab-eater managed to get 
into the diving pool opening and find a way to get into the lab and eat the krill until satisfied then 
make way back into the open ocean. Henry took notice of the greatly diminished numbers of krill 
that had vanished without a trace. This went on for several nights until one morning when the seal 
had arrived a little late and in the haste left wet footprints on the floor which had not dried. Henry 
was of good nature and said ,“ I'll get that rascal !” 


Susan was more upset than Henry as she would ferment the alamang (krill) and make bagoong or 
bagoong alamang which she used in her cooking. Henry devised a plan to make the tiny shrimps 
less tasty to ol Crab-eater. Trying to make them taste hot and spicy, then bitter lemon, trying time 
after time new things each time failing to deter Crab-eater He finally had to build a large cover 
over the krill tank to keep Crab-eater from eating them. In the process ol Crab-eater and Henry 
reached a compromise as Crab-eater would bang on the cover at night trying to break the cover 
waking up Henry. Each evening Henry would feed some of the krill to Crab-eater in exchange for a 
learned behavior or “trick”. Training Crab-eater to perform various tasks. 

Henry then built a contraption in which Crab-eater could “mop” the floors nightly with the machine 
dispensing krill treats after the task was accomplished. So each night Crab-eater would come in 
from the open ocean via the diving pool then mop the floors have a snack then leave going back out 
into the open ocean. Crab-eater keep the floors spotless and clean as Henry slept and both were 


happy. 


Susan had developed a device to store digital bits or ones and zeros in cake. She had built a special 
oven that would create air bubbles of specific size and distribution in the texture. In effect making 
an ordinary cake into a holographic three dimensional storage device which could be “read” with an 
ultrasonic device. The “digital” cake also known as a book cake or story cake, could store 
information for a short while before it was eaten. You could have a cake and eat the story within it! 
The oven could bake breads, donuts and other texture baked goods with interior hole patterns in like 
manner. 


Mark was a candy inventor. He loved working with hard sugar candy. He started by making 
building blocks, tubes, rods, and other pieces that could be interlocked to create buildings, model 
cars, and other objects. He then designed a candy that would change shape when a piece was 
removed or eaten. The candy jigsaw puzzles were so much fun, but they were often eaten before 
they could be completed! 


Mark's abstract multicolored rock candy crystal objects were illuminated with colored lights and 
looked incredible. However, rock candy and hard sugar candy can crack teeth, as can unpopped 
popcorn kernels. 


After some chemical improvements, Mark developed a soft-hard sugar candy that bounced like a 
ball. It also generated triboluminescence, which is the production of light from friction. Mark 


created a candy construction kit. Mark's candy inventions were a hit! They were fun, delicious, and 
safe to eat. He continued to experiment with different flavors and shapes, 


Mark was also a talented rocket scientist. He experimented with different types of rocket fuel, 
including sugar-based rocket fuel with popcorn kernals. Sugar-based rocket fuel is relatively 
inexpensive and easy to make, but it can be dangerous to handle. It is important to take safety 
precautions when working with sugar-based rocket fuel, such as working in a well-ventilated area 
and wearing safety goggles. 


Mark's candy rocket experiments were successful. With rockets climbing to incredible altitudes. 


Safety Tips for Amateur Rocketry 

*Always wear safety goggles when working with rocket fuel. 

* Always work in a well-ventilated area. 

*Never heat rocket fuel to high temperatures. 

*Never store rocket fuel in a sealed container. 

¢Always launch rockets in a clear area away from people and property. 
*Obey all local laws and regulations regarding amateur rocketry. 


By following these safety tips, you can help to ensure that your amateur rocketry experience is safe 
and enjoyable. 


Mark was a candy maker with a dream. He wanted to build a rocket that could fly him into space. 
He spent years working on his candy rocket, and finally, it was ready. 


Mark climbed into his rocket and blasted off into the sky. He soared through the clouds and looked 
down at the Earth below. It was a beautiful sight, but Mark knew that he couldn't stay there for long. 
He had a mission to complete.Mark's rocket continued to climb, and soon he was in space. He 
looked around in amazement. He could see the stars and planets up close. It was an incredible sight. 
Mark spent several hours in space. He took pictures and videos, and he even did some experiments. 
He learned a lot about the universe, and he had a lot of fun. After a while, it was time for Mark to 
return to Earth. He fired his rocket's engines, and he began to descend. He landed safely in a field, 
and he was greeted by a crowd of people. Mark was a hero. He had achieved his dream of flying 
into space, and he had done it safely. He was an inspiration to everyone who knew him, and he 
showed the world that anything is possible if you set your mind to it. 


Mark's dream story is a reminder that we should never give up on our dreams. No matter how big or 
small they may seem, anything is possible if we work hard and never give up. 


Henry was a steam enthusiast. He had many projects that used steam power, including a live steam 
injector that could "pump" water into a pressurized boiler without any mechanical moving parts. 
Henry did not see a need for steam cooling in an airship, as the atmosphere gets colder with altitude. 
However, he later developed a steam-powered cooling system using ejectors to reduce pressure in a 
chilled water tank, flashing the water and reducing the temperature. Ejectors were invented by Sir 
Charles Parsons in 1901. It is helpful to understand that injectors "put something in" while ejectors 
"pull something out" to create a vacuum. Both types of devices have no moving parts and operate 
based on venturi effects. 


Riding a steam-powered train might cover you in black soot, but one with steam jet cooling on a hot 
summer day would keep you cool along the way. In the 1930s, steam could keep you warm on a 


cold winter night or cool on a hot summer day. In the mechanical age, steam was the power of 
choice. Steam organs, pumps, engines, turbines, and other devices powered by steam opened doors, 
powered pistons, pumped drinking water, helped fight fires, and powered boats and trains. For 
Henry, there were no limits to what steam could do. He imagined steam-powered flying machines 
and surfing boards, and he built them! At one point, a steam-powered surfboard was seen riding the 
ocean waves by an individual with a large top hat. 


Henry's passion for steam power was infectious. He inspired others to see the potential of this 
amazing technology. Thanks to Henry, steam power continues to be used in many different ways 
today. 


Henry stood at the edge of the world, looking out at the endless ice and snow of Antarctica. There 
was no time here, as day and night became obscured by the tilt of the planet. Antarctica was a cold, 
dry snow desert, with heated volcanoes, ice over a mile thick, and trans-antarctic mountains dating 
to the Cenozoic period. It was a strange continent, claimed by no one country, populated by 
nunataks (mountain peaks not covered in ice and snow) and tombs of perpetuity for those who 
failed to survive. 


Henry shivered in the cold. The surface temperature was -128 degrees Fahrenheit, but five miles 
down, where he was headed, the temperature was a comfortable 68 degrees. The cooling effects of 
flowing fresh ice water kept things habitable. 


Henry reached into his duyan and pulled out a map. It was a hand-drawn map made of treated 
gazelle skin, one of a series of maps copied and refined from a time dating back 2.5 million years. 
The map, a more recent copy created by guardians of knowledge, used the twelve wind system. A 
spot on the map showed the location of a village under the ice named Azon. 


The villagers of Azon were miners, harvesting emeralds, rubies, garnets, diamonds, silicon, and 
explosive materials in a warmer environment covered with a sky of ice. It was a place with plenty 
of water and difficult to obtain food. 


Henry took a deep breath and stepped into the darkness. He was on his way to Azon. 


Azon was a web to tunnels and passages thru ice and rock, powered by an energetic lava flow of an 
active volcano. The dwellings were constructed from blocks of solid rock, and above them at great 
height was the ice ceiling of majestic grandeur illuminated as if it were day, a temperature inversion 
kept the ceiling from melting further and kept the surface below warmer like a cool fall day. 

is a type of shipworm that was discovered in 2019 in the Abatan River in 
Bohol, Philippines. 


To the ends of the earth they had traveled and Henri had at last found the rock eating creatures he 
was looking for; microbes living in the dampened soil of Azon an ancient city from long ago which 
had been abandoned in haste. Henry found evidence of Anomalocarids an extinct group of marine 
animals that lived during the Cambrian period. They had a variety of strange features, including 
sharp teeth, large claws, and a feeding appendage that resembled a drill. Some scientists believe that 
anomalocarids may have eaten rock. Anomalocarids were strange and mysterious creatures that 
lived in the Cambrian seas. They were up to 6 feet long, with sharp teeth, large claws, and a feeding 
appendage that resembled a drill. Some scientists believe that anomalocarids may have eaten rock. 


If this is true, it would put them among known animals that could eat and digest rock. This would 
have given them a major advantage over other marine animals, as they would have been able to 
access a food source that was unavailable to their competitors. 


Henri eventually found his way back to the darkened twilight sky above Elancort, landing without 
incident. 


The world had changed. Flying above the world in a balloon, you see all that is below: the good and 
the bad. You find yourself unable to really change things until you are on the ground again. 


Henri constructed the world's largest balloon to help people see the view from above. To understand 
the devastation of war and the wonder of creation. It was his dream to let others soar as he had 
done, so they would understand. He wanted them to see what he saw: a world of wonder without 
bounds, to grasp for the clouds, touch the rainbows, and not fear the passing lightning and roar of 
thunder. 


While reading, Ivan had fallen asleep in the hammock in the afternoon sunlight, dreaming of the 
story of Henri Giffard. He was awakened by the sound of his mother calling his name from a 
distance. 


“Ivan! I-V-A-N! Time for dinner!” 


Ivan placed the open book on an old tree stump nearby and went inside to eat. His favorite meal was 
waiting for him: spaghetti with meat sauce, French bread with butter, and a tall, cool glass of milk. 
As he gobbled down the meal, he could smell the odor of burning paper coming from the open 
window. Ivan returned to the hammock to resume reading, only to discover charred ashes resting on 
the tree stump. 


“T wonder what happened,” he thought. 


Looking about, he saw a soda bottle resting on a crate and an intensified spot of light falling upon 
the ground. He glanced back at the path the light had made upon the ground, and with realization, 
he knew that the setting sun and soda bottle intensifier had set fire to the pages of the old book, 
completely destroying its contents. 


He sighed. He had been so engrossed in the story that he had forgotten to put the book away. He 
would never know how the story ended. 


My grandfather gifted my dad a hammock so he could relax on the weekends. During summer 
vacation, many neighborhood kids would use it. If you sat in it reading a story, the world around 
you seemed to change and the story you were reading became lifelike and real. 


The hammock was built to last a lifetime, but it couldn't survive the constant use and strain imposed 
on it. One day, too many kids sat in it, causing it to become ripped, torn, and broken beyond repair. 
My dad was disappointed because he enjoyed relaxing in it on the weekends before being asked to 
finish chores by my mom. Every kid in the neighborhood was disappointed as well. We searched for 
a hammock of equal workmanship, but we could never find one. They sure don't make them like 
that today. 


The hammock was a symbol of summer vacation and carefree days. It was a place where we could 
escape from the world and lose ourselves in our imaginations. When it was destroyed, we lost a 
piece of our childhood. 


I enjoy hiking and exploring, and I often tracked the movements of others. One day, I noticed 
something strange. 


I was playing a game of seek and track with some friends in a military area that had been trashed by 
soldiers. As we played, I noticed that the trash was starting to disappear. The swampy muck was 
becoming clear, and water lilies and other flowering plants were appearing. The area was turning 
into a botanical garden. Animal species were becoming more prolific, and even some odd animals 
that were not native to the region were starting to appear. 


I wondered if someone or some group of people had taken an interest in the area. It seemed like a 
small group of elite military had decided to restore the environment in just this particular section of 
the base. I started to wonder if we had been noticed and were under observation. Perhaps military 
soldiers were there all the time, hidden from us as we messed about—playing with animals, 
catching frogs, looking for turtles, catching salamanders, climbing our favorite trees, munching on 
the berries and nuts of nature, fluffing an occasional cattail, and teasing, on one occasion, an old 
mother possum. 


I never found out who was responsible for restoring the environment, but I was grateful for their 
efforts. The area became a beautiful and peaceful place, and I enjoyed spending time there. 


I used to play with (handle) all sorts of animals, including crayfish, salamanders, newts, frogs, 
turtles, birds, minnows, and other creatures. One time, we teased an old mother opossum. We 
pinned her down with a long forked stick so we could check on her newborn offspring, which 
looked like small pink cashews in her pouch. She was not happy and scampered off when we 
released her. There are no words sufficient to describe the miracles of life. 


However, I want to make it clear that wild animals are territorial and can be very aggressive and 
dangerous. They are not like the animals you may have seen on television, movies, or cartoons. 
Raccoons, muskrats, mice, possums, squirrels, beavers, moles, skunks, porcupines, and so on are 
nice to watch from a distance, but they can have rabies and be very dangerous. It is important to 
keep a good distance from them and to carry a long walking stick. John did not understand this and, 
while trying to catch a wild mouse, was bitten. The bite from the mouse was far less painful than 
the series of anti-rabies shots he had to get from the doctor. 


It also seems like almost every dog that travels in the woods manages to find and get sprayed by a 
skunk at least once. Sparky was no exception. Even after washing him several times with tomato 
juice, he still smelled awful for a long time. 


It is important to be respectful of wild animals and to give them their space. They are not pets and 
should not be treated as such. 


WOODED AREA TO THE RIGHT 


There is no road to WAR, the wooded area to the right. No real path or trail. It was difficult to hike 
through, but today it is a park. In my youth, WAR contained a classified project. 


The hiking trail ended about five hundred feet into the woods. If you didn't have a compass, you 
needed a good sense of direction. Midway on the journey, you would encounter mysterious paved 
roads. Roads that appeared from nowhere and ended nowhere. The roads had old tile culverts that 
allowed water to pass underneath the roadway without causing damage. 


You would never, ever travel on the paved road, or "road of no return," to its end. You could travel 
to its beginning, but never to its end. It was said that if you traveled to the road's end, you would 
never make it back home. No matter how hard you tried, you could not see light until it reflected, 
nor hear a raindrop until it rebounded. For some friends who traveled upon this road, sunlight 
created no shadow, and raindrops played no music. Falling raindrops move the air; rising bubbles 
move the water. 


The paved road was a mystery. No one knew where it came from or where it went. Some said it was 
a government project, while others said it was the work of aliens. Whatever the case may be, the 
paved road was a place of mystery and adventure. 


If you traveled the unmarked route correctly, you would see old survey markers dating back to the 
1800s. You would also notice a clearing area off to the left of your direction of travel. In the 
clearing, an ominous-looking structure in a circular area could be seen. The large clearing or field 
would be swampy at different times of the year. It was best traveled in the late summer, when it was 
dry, or in the winter, when it was frozen. 


At a Set point, you would stop, listen for any sound that did not seem right. Then, you would 
carefully walk toward the clearing, stopping again and looking carefully while standing close to a 
tree or object. If something was in the clearing, you wanted to see it first. 


The clearing was a place of mystery and suspense. No one knew what lay within the structure in the 
center of the clearing. Some said it was haunted with underground tunnels and buildings, while 
others said it was a portal to another dimension. Whatever the case may be, the clearing was a place 
of danger and excitement. 


Would you dare to enter the clearing? 


The ominous structure consisted of eight vertical projections arranged in a pattern like Stonehenge. 
The vertical projections, or elements, about thirty-five feet high, were placed in a circular manner, 
creating an octagon. The elements were aligned to geographic position as points on a compass. I 
numbered them mentally in a clockwise fashion: Element 1 at the north position; Element 2 at the 
northeast position; Element 3 at the east position; and so on, for a total of eight elements. Each 
element had a fifty-foot-long narrow concrete sidewalk leading toward the center, like spokes on a 
wagon wheel. A narrow concrete pathway about forty feet long also connected between each 
element. I visualized in my mind's eye the shape of a large spider web, or a pie cut into eight slices, 
if seen from above, from a bird's perspective. Standing between elements 7 and 8, I could see a 
distant AM radio tower, its topmost red light blinking above the trees surrounding the meadow area. 


In the center of the octagonal circle was a small square box. Off to one side was a small block 
building with an alarmed door and photocell-activated lights. The lights were in watertight, 
explosive-resistant fixtures mounted to the building in a horizontal pattern three to four feet from 
the ground. In the grass area about the building were various loop and sensor antennas, with 
electrical cables and coaxial lines lying directly on the ground. If you looked carefully, you could 
see two main circular areas about the antenna area. The first contained stunted plants very low to 
the ground, and the second a larger circular area with progressively larger plants. 


Later, a series of very large trenches were dug in the clearing surrounding the ominous structure. 
They were used to fine-tune its operation, perform soil conductivity tests, and measure telluric 
current. The trenches were deep and wide—large enough for a tractor trailer to drive in without 
being seen from the surface. I would hazard a guess that the trenches were at least twenty feet deep 
and twelve to fifteen feet wide with unshorn vertical dirt walls. They were not easily seen until you 
were very near them. There were no dirt berms or debris on the sides to make them easier to avoid. 


The structure was a death trap. The trenches were a hazard to anyone who got too close. The 
antennas could emit harmful radiation. The lights could blind you. The building could be booby- 
trapped. The whole area was a potential death zone. 


The trenches were not protected and could collapse at any time, burying you alive. If you got too 
close to the edge, there was no one nearby to see your disappearance. If you ran across the field 
area, you could easily fall into one. It was important to walk carefully and with diligence. 


The trenches were later partly filled in with a very deep, thick layer of mud at the bottom. Throwing 
a long pole, like a spear, into the trench, you could estimate that the mud depth was four to five feet. 
This would be certain death if you fell into one. Anything moving at a high speed from or to the 
structure—wild animals, horses, people, or military tanks—would be effectively stopped by the 
trenches. 


The trenches were a death trap. They were a hazard to anyone who got too close. It was important 
to be aware of their danger and to take precautions to avoid them. 


I had been to the forested area many times. I enjoyed the scenery, but I was curious about the 
devices, antennas, and electronic equipment that I had seen. As I observed the plants and animals in 
the forest, I also made mental notes and did research at the library. I wondered if they were building 
a telluric generator, or perhaps trying to measure return ground currents (caused by the electrical 
power grid) at various depths. I thought they may have been doing earth magnetic field 
measurements that could affect radio waves and change their angular direction. Did they dig those 
trenches to create a better radio ground plane, or run power boost cables from the SM-1? The true 
reason remains unknown. Today, the ground is level in the swampy area. Today, park board walks 
provide dry pathways through the preserved nature with muck and mire. 


A dirt road began near a small block building near the structure or array. If you followed it, it 
became paved and continued past mobile trailers and temporary buildings containing radio and 
scientific equipment. The equipment was set within a temporary area with all types of antennas and 
directional loops, some with a design frequency of 27 MHz. Much of the equipment appeared old 
and outdated. There were mobile equipment units with satellite communications gear and high-band 
equipment. The mobile units were designed to charge up the upper ionosphere for over-the-horizon 
radar and equipped with direction-finding electronics. 


Continuing up the paved road, you could see a kitchen building which may have served as the 
barracks for anti-aircraft gunners. It had burned down at some point and was bulldozed over. I 
managed to glean a stainless steel alloy pot from the charred remains. I later used the alloy 
container for unusual experiments. If you went farther along the road, you came upon a gated fence 
and a main paved road. 


I was curious about the purpose of the equipment and the buildings. I wondered if they were part of 
a government project, or if they were being used for scientific research. I also wondered who had 
burned down the kitchen building. I was determined to find out the answers to these questions. 


I learned later that the paved road was designated Telegraph Road. From my best determination, it 
was so named for the country's second telegraph line route in 1846, the Morse line, running from 
New York to New Orleans by way of Washington, with eight intermediary nodes. The line 
brought news to E. Collins that "Atlantic is safe!" and exuberance to audiences on the telling. 


There are many Telegraph Roads in many places. The roads were so named due to the telegraph 
lines that they followed or that ran alongside them. Telegraph lines were typically known by the 
company that ran them. There were several competing companies; Morse was one of them. Early 
telegraph lines had offices or nodes along the line. These offices were used to relay the telegraph 
signals from point to point. At one end of the line was an office in New York; at the farthest point 
was New Orleans. When you sent a telegram from New York to New Orleans, it was typically 
received at an office in Washington; from there, it would be copied and then resent to the office in 
Richmond, and so on, until it reached its destination office. 


E. Collins was the head company officer of a Collins line of steamships and was in Washington 
when a message went down the wire that the . The Atlantic 
was a Collins steamship that carried passengers. There had been concern, due to news of another ill- 


fated shi , that the Atlantic had gone down (had sunk). 
Important news traveled 


quickly by early telegraph, and in some cases, important newsworthy messages were leaked on 
their way to newspapers. The full-story follow-up, of course, could be read in the papers the 
following day. The leaked headlines helped to sell even more newspapers. Announcements of this 
type were not typical, but indicated great public interest and importance when they occurred. The 
announcement, or leaked headline, “Atlantic is safe!” when done at the theater, caused the 
audience to arise and applaud in great joy over the revealing of it. 


There is even greater depth of a technical aspect. Unknown to the telegraphers of the time, the on- 
off electrical currents in the telegraph lines created a square or pulse signal with infinite harmonics. 
In other words, they were transmitting what we call radio waves, of low frequency, with a large 
antenna. An AM radio receiver would have been sufficient to listen in on telegraphic messages. 

I discovered this by chance as a youngster when I heard a “click” of static on AM radio as I turned 
on a light switch. I, of course, began turning the light on and off in quick succession, much to the 
annoyance of my parents; I asked them why turning on a light made a “click” of static on the radio. 
I was wondering why, every time my mom used the cake mixer in the kitchen, the AM radio turned 
into a raging monster of static and noise. 


My parents didn't know the answer, but I was determined to find out. I did some research and 
learned that the electrical currents in the telegraph lines and the electrical appliances in my house 
were creating radio waves that were interfering with my AM radio. I was fascinated by this 
discovery, and it sparked my interest in electronics and radio. 


I went on to build my own radio and learn more about how radio waves work. I'm still fascinated by 
radio, and I'm grateful that I had the opportunity to learn about it at such a young age. 


Thomas Edison was inspired by telegraphic devices to invent the quadruplex telegraph, which used 
polar modulation to send multiple (four) telegraphic signals over a single wire, saving the expense 
of stringing multiple lines. He used the money from its sale to Western Union to start Edison Labs. 


While at Edison Labs, Nikola Tesla created a speed governor. However, the two men had a 
disagreement over the invention, and Tesla left Edison Labs as a result. Tesla then charted his own 
course in the development of alternating current technology and fluorescent lighting, while Edison 
continued to work on direct current and refined incandescent bulbs. 


Despite their differences, both Edison and Tesla were brilliant inventors who made significant 
contributions to the development of modern conveniences. 


The word "radio" shows up in an article by Lee De Forest in 1907. De Forest invented the Audion 
or triode vacuum tube and held a great number of patents for it and other inventions. It is difficult to 
know the mind of De Forest; however, I like to think "rad-io" was a portmanteau of "radiate/radius" 
and "ion." If you take the letter "i" and turn it sideways, it becomes the "dot-dash" or first letter of 
Morse code for the letter "a." The letter "n" in Morse code is "dash-dot"—just the opposite. In some 
ways, the word "ion" is very much like a mathematical equation. De Forest thought the Audion 


operated by way of gas ions; in fact, the opposite was true. 


De Forest was a brilliant inventor, but he was also a bit of a showman. He was always trying to 
come up with new and catchy names for his inventions. The name "radio" was a stroke of genius, 
and it quickly caught on. Today, the word "radio" is used to refer to any device that receives or 
transmits radio waves. 


As I walked along the path to the gated fence that led to Telegraph Road, I passed through an area 
that had been used as a dumping ground. The ground was covered with thousands of vacuum tubes, 
many of which contained radioactive thorium filaments. The tubes were so thickly strewn about that 
it was difficult to see the grass beneath them. 


I picked up a few of the tubes and examined them. They were all different sizes and shapes, and 
some were still glowing faintly with residual heat. I knew that these tubes were valuable, and I was 
tempted to take them with me. However, I decided to leave them where they were. I didn't want to 
disturb the history that they represented. 


A few feet away, I saw a tangle of copper wire with a metal tag that said "Telegraph." I picked up 
the wire and held it in my hands. It was heavy and rough, and it felt like it had a story to tell. 

I imagined the telegrams that had been sent over this wire. I thought about the people who had sent 
them, and the people who had received them. I thought about the news that had been relayed, and 
the decisions that had been made. 


This wire was a part of history. It was a link between the past and the present. It was a reminder of 
the power of communication, and the importance of freedom of speech. I put the wire down and 
continued on my way. I knew that I would never forget the story that it told. 


I want you to “see” or comprehend the magnification of events, with all the bends, twists, and 
loops. History can be hidden in ways difficult to decipher. The electrical pulses not only sent 
radiated emissions into space—which are at this moment still traveling at the speed of light from 
Earth—but also produced electromigration in the copper wire. Moving copper atoms in the wire 
itself, in the same way wind blowing across desert sand moves it grain by grain into waves, dunes, 
and graceful shapes, recording a history of events: telegrams sent over the line influenced a great 
many decisions and changed a great many lives. 


AN-GRD-6 


The more I visited the area, the more I learned, and the more interesting the structure, AN-GRD-6, 
became. On one visit, I removed the thumbscrews securing the access plate to one of the elements 
to look at it. I suspected that the area was still in use, and the voltages were high enough to kill, 
even if you did not touch the components. 


I was careful not to touch anything, and I quickly replaced the access plate. I was glad that I had 
taken the time to learn more about the structure, but I was also glad that I had been careful. It was a 
reminder that technology can be dangerous. 


I used a simple procedure to see if the area was active: after crossing the open field, I would go to 
the blockhouse (a small block building near the array) and simply place my hand over the photocell 
controlling the lights. If the area was energized, the lights on the block building would come on. If 
the area was de-energized, the lights would stay off, meaning that main power was off. Not 
foolproof, perhaps, but it did seem to work. I removed the plates carefully when the main power 
was off and visually examined the interior constructions of the elements and the “magic” box in the 
center of the array. Originally, the box in the center was a rotating goniometer with a simple sensing 
antenna. The box was later replaced with complex electronics connected with glass-metal composite 
wires having magnetic suppressor beads and optical components. 


I was careful not to touch anything, and I quickly replaced the plates. I was glad that I had taken the 
time to learn more about the structure, but I was also glad that I had been careful. 


I carefully replaced the plates, not wanting to cause any disruption to experimental studies that 
might be underway when the system was again energized. Then I went to the library to learn more 
about what I had noted. I found books about Tesla and an obscure machinist who seemed to know 
more than machining and metal work. The math was well beyond my abilities, but I was able to 
understand some basic concepts. I also read up on computing and computer binary mathematics. 
One of the computing books had plans for constructing a simple computer using a rotary telephone 
dial and some rotary stepping switches (telephone Strowger switches, used to break Enigma 
machine ciphers during WWII) that were key to my understanding of computing principles. 


I was excited by what I was learning, and I began to think about how I could use this knowledge to 
build my own computer. I knew it would be a challenge, but I was determined to succeed. 


I found an obscure book on high-fidelity (hi-fi) radio antenna design. The book contained extensive 
mathematics and details on changing the shape of radio beams using beam collimation. The 
collimation could be changed using Styrofoam discs of various sizes and metal ball bearings. The 
metal ball bearings were pressed into the Styrofoam discs in specific patterns based on wavelength. 
The metal bearings caused wave cancellation and reflections, and acted to shape and control the 
radio beam. A simple radio wave lens could be constructed to collimate the beam, making the wave 


front flat, so that the radio beam would not disperse rapidly but would act more like a coherent 
laser. The reading was very difficult to understand. 


I was intrigued by the book's contents, but I was also frustrated by the difficulty of understanding 
the mathematics. I decided to take some courses in mathematics and physics in order to better 
understand the concepts. I also started to experiment with different ways of collimating radio 
beams. I was able to achieve some success, but I knew that I had a lot more to learn. 


I made a wave front modulator by making simple changes to a Styrofoam beam collimator. I used 
an old TV speaker to sound modulate the wave front curvature of radio beams. I could change the 
curvature from the typical curved [ )] to flat [|] and then to a forward [( ] “U” shape. The 
modulations were undetectable by normal means of the time. The forward “U” shape acted much 
like a tuning fork in resonance, generating some type of right angle forward wave, much like a 
soliton wave in character. 


I used two beam collimation units back to back to construct a radio “magnifying lens.” I could 
“electrically” control the focal point of the radio beam with another old TV speaker. It was possible 
to concentrate low-power radio waves from a walkie-talkie into “points” of very high energy. As I 
thought more about this, I concluded that it would be possible to do the same with all those radio 
waves and all that stored energy in the earth’s atmosphere. 


I was excited by the possibilities, but I also knew that it was dangerous. I decided to keep my 
experiments a secret. I didn't want anyone else to know what I was doing, until I was sure that it 
was Safe. 


*Note 

| realized later that neither the Styrofoam nor the bearings were necessary. lonized "zero-point 
spaces" could be electronically generated, patterned, and moved about in the atmosphere to 
collimate and control/modulate radio wave beam shapes. The zero-point spaces cause spherical 
reflective plasmas, or miniature ball-lightning orbs, which act electrically like metal bearings. 

A CO2 laser can be used to generate moving ionized plasma "spots or orbs" in such a manner that 
a radio wave directed into the moving 3D "orbs or plasma spots" can be modulated and directed to 
multiple specific receiving locations with extreme precision. This prevents easy interception and 
decoding. 


An antenna device of some complexity resembling a metal hair comb is used in the reception and 
decoding process. In operation, a changing pattern of white dots moving about in the atmosphere 
can be seen visually as the CO2 laser manipulates the plasma points using an optical system. The 
process can be used at the receiving site to increase signal security by a second order of 
magnitude. 


Bending of radio waves passing through the moving plasma spots is possible because light travels 
as both a particle and a wave at the same time. This is called wave-particle duality. Light and radio 
waves are both electromagnetic waves, and they both exhibit wave-particle duality. This means 
that a properly created 3D pattern of plasma points about an object can redirect both active and 
passive radio reflection, completely masking or cloaking radio spectrum past the visible light range. 
This is done by bending the radio waves around the object, so that they do not reflect off of it. 

This technique is called radio cloaking, and it has the potential to revolutionize the way we 
communicate and interact with the world around us. For example, it could be used to create 
invisible cars, airplanes, and other objects. It could also be used to protect sensitive military and 
government facilities from detection. No surface plasmons, no creeping waves. 


TIME TO TRAVEL 


I returned to the tree-bordered meadow with answers and some theories. This time, I was ready. I 
made a long hike, walked over to the small blockhouse, placed my hand over the photocell, and the 
lights came on. The area was hot. I made a mental note of the magnet reed switch for alarm 
detection mounted carelessly on the exterior of the door near the top of the door frame; its wires 
were exposed and easy to bypass. 


I pressed the button on the intercom system mounted near the door. I heard a buzzer sound inside 
the building, and then I heard a click on the intercom speaker. The click signaled it was my turn to 
talk on the intercom. I announced myself as Professor Zook, and, talking to the intercom said, 
“Open says-a-me.” A voice came back over the intercom asking for project authentication. I 
responded, “This is Professor Zook working on undocumented project Chocolate Milk; I need to 
make some adjustments.” (Now, being honest, I did not expect a response and was quickly looking 
for a place to hide, should they get wise.) 


The door clicked open, and I stepped inside. I was in a small, windowless room with a single desk 
and a computer. The computer was turned on, and there was a document open on the screen. The 
document was titled "Project Chocolate Milk." I quickly scanned the document, and my heart 
started to race. The document described a top-secret project that was far advanced for its time. 


I knew that I had stumbled upon something big. I also knew that I had to be careful. When the 
people who were working on this project found out they invited me to participate in their 
advancement of science and discovery. They were curious about what I was doing......... 

I was about to turn and run when I heard a voice behind me. 

"Hello, Professor Zook." 

I turned around and saw a man standing in the doorway. He was tall and thin, with a long, white 
beard. He was wearing a white lab coat, and he had a pair of wire-rimmed glasses perched on the 
end of his nose. 

"How do you know my name?" I asked. 

"T know a lot about you, Professor Zook," the man said. "I know that you're a brilliant scientist, and 
I know that you're curious about things that other people aren't. That's why I'm here. I need your 


help." 


I was hesitant, but I also knew that I couldn't turn down this man. He was offering me a chance to 
be a part of something big, something that could change the world. 


"T'm listening," I said. 
We talked back and forth in a friendly manner about dark matter, spaghetti theory, dark lightning 


and anapole containment. I said, I think I can help you, and made some simple adjustments to the 
computer software and told him to wait for further instructions over the intercom. 


I continued, "Please keep all people away from the area while I make high-voltage adjustments." 
There was a slight pause, then a loud click as the electromagnetic lock released and the door popped 
open. (Wow! I was filled with cautious fear.) 


Inside the small building was an intercom. I could hear background noise, chatter, and 
conversations: "SM-1 Main Online," I could make out faintly in the chatter. All seemed routine. 
Outside the building were several tractor-trailer platforms filled with radio transmission gear wired 
for action. Inside it was a bit warm, but not uncomfortable. There were four equipment racks of 
gear, a computer, a directional meter, a vintage radarscope, and other electronics. 


I took a deep breath and stepped inside. I was on a mission, and I was determined to see it through. 


In a flash, it all seemed familiar, as if I had been there before. I took the cover off the computer. A 
blue wire was dangling from an unmarked switch on the front cover with on/off positions. One side 
of the switch was grounded to the case; the other connected to a length of blue wire. I wrapped the 
wire around the wiring harness bundle in the computer cabinet, with the last inch wrapped around a 
yellow wire next to the wiring harness. I did not remove insulation from the wire. I placed the cover 
back on the computer. 


I pressed the button on the intercom: “I am going to do a test run; have everyone man their posts 
and hold the power as steady as possible.” It sounded so movie-like and seemed unreal. I heard a 
very loud click of an electrical contactor and a smooth sixty-cycle hum. That was my cue; I looked 
out the door to see if anyone was around and wondered if I could make it to the woods before I got 
caught. 


I flipped the unmarked switch to on; the computer whirred a bit, the voltage sagged a bit at first, 
then the binary display on the front panel began to blink—it looked like some primary number 
progression. It was unreal. I looked out from the open door of the small block building. The tubes 
on the mobile trailers were glowing. The sound from the electronics began to throb in sync with the 
flashing lights on the computer. A hissing sound from the area of the antenna array started, then 
circular bands of plasma began to form as the atmospheric charge increased. 


My mind focused. This was not some simple directional antenna array; it was a complex, hyper- 
intensity energy experiment that created charge bands in the atmosphere. The array was 
manipulating tremendous added energy from the atmosphere. It had self-sustaining properties, like 
chocolate milk when you mix it, remove the spoon, and the vortex keeps on spinning. I quickly 
knew it needed a lot more energy. 


I thought about Tesla: his high-frequency voltage work with harmonics, with ice capacitors, and a 
strange machinist George Westinghouse. 


I knew what I had to do. I had to find a way to increase the power output of the array. I had to find a 
way to make it even more powerful. I was excited and scared at the same time. I knew that I was on 
the verge of something big, something that could change the world. But I also knew that I was in 
danger. If I wasn't careful, I could get myself killed. I took a deep breath and stepped back into the 
building. I had to do this. I had to make it work. 


A voice came over the intercom, interrupting my thoughts: “Professor Zook, we are at maximum 
exciter boost; power steady.” 


I felt a surge of excitement. I was about to do it. I was about to change the world. 


I said, “Everything okay here; keep it steady.” I noticed the count rate: it was wrong, far too slow, 
and I needed the atmospheric plasma charge discs to come closer together, which would cause the 
dielectric atmosphere to break down and release energy. I flipped a switch on the computer marked 
X2. The count sped up, and there was a steady glow around the array. I looked from the door at the 
array elements. What a sight! It was unbelievable! I could hear shouting over the intercom: “I don’t 
believe it! I don’t believe it!” 


I felt a surge of fear. I knew that I was in danger. If I wasn't careful, I could get myself killed. But I 
also knew that I had to keep going. I had to make this work. 


I shouted back over the intercom, “Hold the power steady!” 


I watched as the plasma charge discs came closer and closer together. The glow around the array 
grew brighter and brighter. I could feel the heat from the array on my face. 


And then, it happened. 


The dielectric atmosphere broke down and released energy. There was a blinding flash of light, and 
a deafening roar. The ground shook beneath my feet. 


I had done it. I had created a new source of energy. Dark energy that could change the world. 

I looked around in amazement. The array was still glowing, but the energy release had subsided. I 
was Safe. The oscillation and vortex rotation was stable the magnetic fields were holding and 
quantum interactions a bit off but easily adjusted. 


A faint smell of ozone permeated the air like a summer’s rain shower. A gentle circular breeze, 
caused by electrostatic forces, seemed to pick up a Bit. Plasma crystals began to appear and move in 
a sequential pattern about the array structure. It was an incredible sight to see. 


Between elements 7 and 8, a doorway in the plasma field opened up. In the distance above the 
treetops, I could see the flashing red light of the AM radio tower, a cautionary blinking beacon. 
Elements 7 and 8 looked a bit different. They had been redesigned using glass cylinders with coils 
of wire wrapped on the exterior and filled with water, their antenna elements rising from the center. 
These elements consisted of an inner and outer cylinder, which contained the water, in a doughnut 
shape. I was given to understand the modified elements were nuclear magnetic resonators. The 
molecular rotation of the water molecules emitted radio frequencies (RF) and acted as a damping 
field. I removed from my person any metal of size, which might resonate or become inductively 
heated to dangerous temperatures. Unconcerned with my pants, as they had a plastic zipper and 
fastener, I removed my belt clip, shoes, and watch; walked through the opening between Elements 7 
and 8; stood on the center box; and looked upward. Words alone are not sufficient to explain: I was 
in awe and filled with wonder! It was incredible and stunningly fantastic! 


The sight that met my eyes was unlike anything I had ever seen before. The plasma field was a 
swirling vortex of colors, like a kaleidoscope come to life. The water molecules in the glass 
cylinders were rotating at an incredible speed, creating a field of energy that was both beautiful and 
terrifying. I felt like I was standing on the edge of a new frontier, a place where anything was 
possible. It was an eirie strange feeling difficult to describe, yet energizing. 


I took a deep breath and stepped carefully thru the controlled rotating plasma field . I knew there 
would only be a few moments before the “spin” faded , so I decided to take advantage of the 
opportunity. 


Looking around from the center, I saw that one of the seven “portals,” or spaces between the 
elements, was “clear” or stable; the other portals seemed distorted and blurred by some type of 
atmospheric distortion. I held out my arm and walked forward toward the portal, testing with a 
dollar tool as I walked from the center. Crossing to outside the array, I looked about—things seemed 
all very much the same. Looking back at the array, I noted that it seemed somewhat faded and 
translucent. I had nothing with me. I did the only thing that made sense. I gathered some plant seeds 
—some from plants I knew and some from plants I did not recognize. In a few minutes, I walked 
back up to the faded array and walked back into the center. Then I ran back out the opening between 
elements 7 and 8 to the block building. I could hear shouting over the intercom: “The power level is 
dropping!” Then the contactor opened with a loud electrical snapping sound. Over the intercom, I 
could hear background talking: “We lost power—I don’t think it’s going to work!” 


I looked down at the seeds in my hand. I knew that these seeds held DNA that were the key to 
recovering information for the future. I had to find a way to plant and grow them. 


I clicked the intercom. “Zook here; I need to leave—I’1] return later.” I flipped the unmarked switch 
on the computer to the off position, put on my shoes and belt clip, checked my watch, and left. On 
my way back home, I planted the seeds in a small egg tray carefully placed on the ground near a 
trail marker. I looked at the tray of seeds and smiled. I knew that they would grow. They had to. The 
future depended on it. 
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THE TALL TALE 


Reality is not what it seems. When we look up at the stars at night, we are not seeing them as they 
are right now. The light from the stars has taken many years to reach our eyes. So, in a sense, we are 
seeing the stars as they were in the past. 


The same is true for everything else we see. When we look at a tree, we are not seeing the tree as it 
is right now. The light from the tree has taken a fraction of a second to reach our eyes. But even that 
is a delay. So, in a sense, we are seeing the tree as it was a fraction of a second ago. 


This delay is not just a problem with our vision. It is a problem with all of our senses. When we 
hear a sound, it takes time for the sound waves to reach our ears. When we smell something, it takes 
time for the molecules of the odor to reach our nose. 


This delay is not a bad thing. It is actually necessary for us to perceive the world around us. If there 
was no delay, we would be overwhelmed by sensory information. We would not be able to make 
sense of the world. 


But the delay does mean that our perception of reality is not perfect. It is an illusion. We are not 
seeing the world as it is right now. We are seeing the world as it was a fraction of a second ago, or a 
few years ago, or even billions of years ago. 


This is something to keep in mind the next time you look up at the stars. You are not seeing the stars 
as they are right now. You are seeing them as they were in the past. And that is a reminder that 
reality is not what it seems. 


To understand an orange, you need to have a frame of reference. If you have never seen or tasted an 
orange, I could begin by describing it as a round fruit with a slightly dimpled skin about the size of 
a baseball. It has a sweet, citrusy flavor that is somewhat like a lemon, but with a more complex and 
nuanced taste. 


However, even this description is not enough to fully capture the experience of an orange. To truly 
understand an orange, you need to experience it with all of your senses. You need to see its bright 
orange color, smell its sweet citrusy aroma, and feel its soft, smooth skin. You need to taste its 
sweet, tangy flesh, and hear the satisfying crunch of its juice as you bite into it. 


Only then can you begin to understand the true nature of an orange. An orange is more than just a 
fruit. It is a sensory experience that can transport you to another place and time. It is a taste of 
sunshine and warmth, a reminder of summer days and lazy afternoons. It is a gift from nature, a 
reminder of the beauty and bounty of the world around us. 


The next time you eat an orange, take a moment to really savor the experience. Close your eyes and 
let the flavors and aromas wash over you. Let the orange take you on a journey. You may be 
surprised at how much you have to learn. 


Science involves making observations, making measurements, and testing for repeatability of 
results to confirm observations. However, experiments can have results that, no matter how many 
times they are reproduced, are unpredictable. The results may not be observable in the same reality 
where they occurred. 


For example, let's say I place an ice cube on the sidewalk on a hot, sunny day. I tell you that I will 
make the ice cube disappear. I then ask you to leave for five minutes. When you return, the ice cube 
is gone. Based on your observations, you might conclude that the ice cube simply vanished, like 
magic. 


However, there is a more likely explanation for the ice cube's disappearance. Heat from the sun 
caused the ice cube to melt. The melted water then evaporated into the air. If you had stayed to 
watch the ice cube, you would have seen it melt and evaporate. 


Now, let's say I place another ice cube on the sidewalk and tell you that it will disappear. This time, 
I ask you to stay and watch the ice cube for five minutes. You watch as the ice cube melts into a 
small pool of water. After a few minutes, the small pool of water has also disappeared. 


You might be surprised by the disappearance of the water. After all, you saw the ice cube melt into 
the water. So, where did the water go? 


The most likely explanation is that the water evaporated into the air. However, there is another 
possibility. A thirsty dog might have come by and drank the water. 


The point of this example is to illustrate that science is not always straightforward. Sometimes, the 
results of experiments are unpredictable. This is because the universe is a complex place, and there 
are many factors that can influence the outcome of an experiment. 


As scientists, we must always be open to the possibility that our predictions may be wrong. We 
must also be willing to change our theories when new evidence is presented. This is the nature of 
science. It is a process of discovery, and it is never perfect. 


Water expands as it freezes, with a force strong enough to break rocks. An ice cube can store 
electrical energy like a battery, acting as a capacitor. It can even be used to build a gigantic 
capacitor by covering a pond of ice with aluminum foil. 


You decide to repeat the experiment by placing an ice cube on the sidewalk. It is a cold winter day, 
and the ice cube remains on the sidewalk day after day. There is no pool of water. You are confused. 
You think the amount of heat is what determines how fast the ice cube vanishes, but you can't 
understand why it doesn't melt into water. 


You decide to watch the spot on the sidewalk, checking it every day at the same time. Then, on a 
cold winter day, an ice cube appears on the sidewalk. You realize that you were not observing the 
spot earlier, and an ice cube fell from an ice cube tray a neighbor was taking across the street to a 
dinner party. 


This experiment shows that the disappearance of an ice cube on a sidewalk is not always due to 
melting. In this case, the ice cube was replaced by a new ice cube that had fallen from a neighbor's 
ice cube tray. This is a reminder that science is not always straightforward, and that there are often 
multiple explanations for a phenomenon. 


It is now summer again and hot outside. You decide to show others the "magic trick" with the ice 
cube and tell others what you have learned. You place an ice cube on the hot sidewalk and tell the 
observers to stand back and watch for five minutes. This time, something that defies the odds 
happens. 


A very small asteroid, speeding through space, hits the Earth's atmosphere and slows down, 
generating a brilliant light and sonic boom. The meteorite hits the ice cube on the sidewalk, leaving 
a small crater about three feet in diameter. The observers, unhurt but stunned in amazement, simply 
look at you and exclaim, "Wow!" 


Now somewhat fearful, you carefully place another ice cube on the sidewalk in a different place. 
Then you stand back a great distance, watching with a telescope. The odds are defied again: a bolt 
of lightning crashes down from a storm cloud nearby, hitting the ice cube and causing it to vanish, 
this time melting the concrete sidewalk. 


With wonder, you begin thinking of an IceCube telescope located at the South Pole to keep it from 
melting, looking at neutrinos to see unseen stars. 


According to quantum mechanics, matter is both a particle and a wave. This is known as wave- 
particle duality. The wave-like properties of matter are described by its wavefunction. The 
wavefunction is a mathematical equation that describes the probability of finding a particle at a 
given point in space. 


The wavefunction of matter is not a physical object. It is a mathematical construct that helps us to 
understand the behavior of matter at the quantum level. The wavefunction is not a wave in the 
traditional sense. It is a probability wave. It tells us the probability of finding a particle at a given 
point in space. 


The wavefunction of matter is constantly changing. This is because the position and momentum of a 
particle are constantly changing. The wavefunction of matter is also affected by the presence of 
other particles. 


The wavefunction of matter is a fundamental concept in quantum mechanics. It helps us to 
understand the behavior of matter at the quantum level. The wavefunction is a complex and 
fascinating concept that is still being studied by physicists today. 


Your sense of reality now altered, you plop an ice cube into a glass of water for a cold drink and 
think about the ice cube paradox. With a cosmic leap of scientific reasoning, you realize matter is 
not a stable form of energy. Matter can be converted into energy, and energy can be converted into 
matter. This is known as the conservation of mass-energy. 


The famous equation E=mc/2, which was developed by Albert Einstein, shows that energy and 
mass are equivalent. This means that mass can be converted into energy, and energy can be 
converted into mass. The conversion of matter into energy and vice versa is a fundamental process 
in the universe. 


You discover in the process that the “I” melted into the “you,” like the ice cube into the glass of 
water. At a very young age, our perceptions of the illusion we live in are not fully reasoned. You 
see, an ice cube is not just a block of frozen water. It can take away your pain, make you cry, or end 
your life. At a very young age, I had no understanding of a great many things. 


I saw the flowers near the front door. They were so pretty! I wanted to give them to my mom. I 
picked some and took them to her. She said, "Oh, thank you! These are lovely." She put them in a 
vase of water and put them on the table. 


I wanted to make her happy again, so I picked some more flowers. This time, she said, "Oh, honey, 
don't pick the flowers. It hurts them." I didn't understand. "Why?" I asked. 


"Because when you pick a flower, it dies," she said. "It can't grow anymore.” 
I didn't understand death. I asked her to explain. She said, "Everything that lives dies. Even people." 


I went outside and played with the flowers, batting them about and talking to them. Suddenly, I felt 
an intense pain on my arm. | ran back inside crying and pointed to the area of intense pain. It was 
my first bee sting. My mom put some baking soda on it and used an ice cube to relieve the pain. I 
sat on the front concrete porch step with the ice cube in one hand, my fingers getting cold while it 
removed the pain on my arm. After a bit, the pain on my arm seemed to be gone. I set the ice cube 
on the sunny concrete step and watched it. The sparkles of sunlight reflected off the ice cube like a 
prism, sparking a new fascination in me. I watched the ice cube as it melted, spinning and flipping 
and moving about as it melted and changed into a small pool of water. Then I continued to watch in 
amazement as the light shimmered from the pool of water as the ice cube became smaller and 
smaller. The pool turned into a damp spot, which also soon disappeared. The ice cube, which had 
taken away my pain, had vanished and died. I became very sad and went back into the house crying, 
because the thing that took away my pain was gone! My mom, concerned, asked what was wrong, 
thinking the bee sting was still causing me anguish. I told her what I had seen; she explained that 
the ice cube was not alive and couldn’t feel pain or die. I did not know much about ice cubes. 
Previously, while playing with a young friend who was sucking on an ice cube to relieve the 
parching summer heat, he started to choke. Fortunately, his quick-thinking parents were nearby, 
turned him upside down, and patted him on the back. Out popped the ice cube, and he began 
breathing again. I later had a close call with a Popsicle, and my mom in panic tried to get me to 
drink water; the Popsicle melted quickly, but I never forgot the experience. 


There is a fine line between delusion and illusion. Illusion is shaped by misperception or 
misinterpretation; delusion is shaped by belief. Neither is the truth, but they both seem so. 
Illusion is a brain function that helps us to perceive reality; delusion ignores reality. 


Delusion is a false belief that is not based on reality. It is often held with conviction despite 
evidence to the contrary. Delusions can be caused by a variety of factors, including mental illness, 
drug use, and brain damage. 

Illusion is a false or misleading perception of reality. It is caused by the brain's interpretation of 
sensory information. Illusions can be caused by a variety of factors, including optical illusions, 
auditory illusions, and tactile illusions. 


If I take a semi-transparent plastic cube that is the same shape and size as an ice cube and place it in 
a freezer to make it cold, then place the cold plastic cube in a small puddle of water on the sidewalk, 
you would believe it to be an ice cube melting on the sidewalk. I then take a ruler and measure the 
size of the cube. Since you believe it is melting and getting smaller, your brain will actually make 
adjustments to compensate or correct the "error." After a few minutes, I take the ruler and again 
measure the size of the cube; this time, your brain will compensate and make the cube appear 
smaller! 


Even scientists are fooled by this "trick," even when they use complex mathematics. The stronger 
your beliefs, the more your brain will automatically correct itself to bring the delusion in line with 
perceived reality, which is itself really an illusion. The more people who "believe," the more people 
will share what they perceive, in a sort of crowd effect. This mass illusion is not magic, superstition, 
or hypnosis—it is your brain creating the reality of what you perceive. For some people, this error 
correction swings widely and erratically, causing delusional thinking and hallucinogenic 
experiences associated with a range of mental illnesses. If you read carefully, you will know reality 
better than you "know" the illusion itself. 


The discussion of ice cubes was also about phases of matter, or states of matter: solid, liquid, gas, 
plasma, and Bose-Einstein condensate (or BEC). These are all different ways that matter can exist, 
and they are all governed by the laws of physics. 


Solids are rigid and have a definite shape. Liquids are not rigid and have a definite volume. Gases 
are not rigid and do not have a definite volume or shape. Plasmas are ionized gases that are very hot 
and have a high energy state. Bose-Einstein condensates are a state of matter that occurs at very low 
temperatures and high pressures. 


Between the states of matter are mesophases. Mesophases are intermediate states of matter that 
have properties of both the states of matter that they are between. For example, liquid crystals are 
mesophases that have properties of both liquids and solids. 


Between the words and letters of this text are hidden concepts of phased matter, a point between 
matter and energy, and a key to crossing the Rosenberg Bridge. The Rosenberg Bridge is a 
theoretical bridge that connects the physical world to the quantum world. 


The concepts of phased matter and the Rosenberg Bridge are still being explored by physicists and 
mathematicians. However, they offer a glimpse into the hidden reality of the universe. 


As you continue reading, let your mind wander a bit from the path. Dream and wonder about the 
hidden reality that is all around you. 
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The Bubble Gum Balloon 
Sometimes the things or events that you see are not what you think. 


As a group of kids, we would occasionally pool our money and send a money order to a scientific 
supply company. One time, the package contained small electric motors, lenses, a prism, and many 
other scientific items, as well as a large pink latex weather balloon. The pink weather balloon could 
be inflated to a diameter of sixteen feet, but we couldn't afford helium, so we partially inflated it 
with a vacuum cleaner blower. We found an open spot in the front yard to inflate the balloon. It was 
a lot of work, but we finally got it done. The balloon was huge! It was at least 16 feet in diameter. 
We were so proud of ourselves. 


We decided to have a bubble-blowing contest to celebrate. We each chewed a big wad of bubble 
gum and started blowing bubbles. The bubbles were huge! They were the biggest bubbles I had ever 
seen. 


Just then, a lady drove by. She saw us blowing the bubbles and she screached to a stop, stopped her 
car. She rolled down her window with a worried look on her face, and shouted , “What are you kids 
doing? You're going to choke on all that gum!” 


We all looked at each other, confused. Then we realized what she was seeing. The balloon, which 
was pink and semi-transparent, looked like a giant bubble gum bubble to her. We explained to her 
that it was a weather balloon, and we showed her the package that it came in. She seemed to 
understand, and she drove away. 


We continued to blow bubbles until the balloon popped. It was a lot of fun, and we learned a lot 
about weather balloons. We also learned that it’s important to be careful when blowing bubble gum, 
especially if you're using a giant bubble gum bubble. 
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A NEW REALITY 


Reality is often less exciting and dramatic than illusion. I walked out of the woods and saw an 
animal that I thought was a large dog. I approached it, only to realize that it was a white fawn. At 
the same moment, I noticed a double-wave shadow moving quickly across the ground of the open 
field. I knew what to expect next. Moments later, a boom! I recognized that an aircraft traveling 
faster than sound had created sound pressure waves as it flew overhead. The fawn, startled by the 
visual wave shadow, made a dash away toward the woods, and when the boom resounded, the 
creature was gone. At that point, a wave of fear and a rush of adrenaline came over me. As I looked 
about, I saw that I had been spotted by scientists near the antenna array. I was too close to run for 
cover. I tried to stay calm and play the innocent kid routine. 


The scientists seemed astonished at my very presence. From their perspective, they looked up from 
their work on the octagon-shaped antenna array at the sound of the boom and saw me, along with 
the white fawn that had dashed away. After a few moments of astonishment wore off, the questions 
began: “How did you get here? Where are you from?” The lone voice from a small group of people 
sounded somewhat hesitant, nervous, and cautious. 


"I came from the woods," I said, pointing toward the edge of the field where the tree line was, not 
realizing I was pointing directly at the AN-GRD-6. My reply was too much for one of the scientists, 
whose face went completely pale just before he collapsed and fainted. I went into panic mode, as 
did others in the group. Thinking he was having a heart attack, I rushed to his aid along with his 
fellow scientists. The momentary tension eased. 


It could be suggested that the fainting was a diversionary act done with authentic skill to ease the 
tension of the moment. | never observed him to faint again in my encounters. When questioned 
directly at a later date he never admitted to his fainting being real or faked. 


Conversations began. In the group was Henry Woodhouse, an elderly man in his eighties. Henry 
said he was revisiting a place of dreams. He explained that in his younger days, he had sought to 
create an air park, a great place of learning, with scientific, aeronautic, and historic centers. It would 
be a park unlike any other: a place of inspiration, where people would come to enjoy nature and 
paint; a place where boys and girls could build and fly model airships; a fantastic place with people 
boarding giant airships, airships that would lift off quietly and proceed on wonderful, timeless, 
aerial adventures. He seemed sad and lonely as his voice trailed off. Then he said, "R, I can’t recall 
exactly, but I am sure ‘zero point’ is either in the center or just under the north." 


The man who had fainted had recovered. He responded, “It’s all right, Henry, we just needed to 
know its rough location.” 


During the conversation, I explained how I would catch beetles on rose plants, tie a thread around 
their legs, and fly them about like airplanes. For a moment, a smile appeared on Henry's face. The 
conversations drifted about like clouds in the sky, changing shape. I explained my adventures, 
talking about seeds, and showed them some newly planted species. Everyone seemed interested; a 
great deal of information was exchanged back and forth. I was curious about the array; they were 
interested in those strange paved roads that seemed to lead nowhere. The informational exchange 
had earned me new friends. Time passed quickly. I had to get home for dinner before dark. Before 
leaving, I was extended an invitation to tour the main lab facilities. I accepted the invitation. I 
walked back into the woods, disappearing from view; the sun was beginning to set for the evening. 


I went home. For dinner, I had chocolate milk. After stirring the mix and drinking several glasses, I 
began to see how long the vortex would last. I used the second hand on my wristwatch as a timer, 
plotting how long I stirred the mix and how long the mix continued to rotate after I had removed the 
spoon. My mom said, “What on earth are you doing now?” 


“Studying chocolate milk.” 


Wise to my many experiments, she simply shook her head and said, “It will be bedtime soon. You 
need to finish up—school day tomorrow.” 


THE RESEARCH LABS 


Checking with my parents, I could not get easy transportation to the lab for a tour. I did, however, 
know a school bus that had a route nearby and was within walking distance. I only had to ask the 
driver for an unscheduled stop, explaining that I had an important appointment, and the driver 
obliged. I got off the bus and received a pass badge at the guard checkpoint. I walked farther and at 
the lab made a phone call from the guard station. 


After a short moment, a familiar scientist greeted me at the guard station inside the lab entry area. 
The guard station had many security monitors for cameras in the building. I really enjoyed the tour 
and the chance to talk with the scientists about their experimental projects. I was amazed by the 
technology and the experiments in progress. I was not permitted in some labs and areas due to 
concerns of safety and international espionage. 


The tour created many more scientific contacts for me. I can still remember a meeting with the 
director at NASA, where we discussed the Voyager space probes. To this very day, I still check 
online for information about the probes, which are still traveling through interstellar space, testing 
the limits of human abilities. 


After the lab tour, my quest for knowledge increased. I went everywhere I could get entry: air traffic 
control centers, computer data processing centers, government centers, water treatment plants, 
electrical power stations, the United States Department of Agriculture, museums, art galleries, the 
United States National Archives, the Library of Congress, the Smithsonian, and Goddard Space 
Flight Center, where I learned about ionized plasmas. 


After all, I lived near the nation's capital. My favorite poster image on my wall was from ERTS, the 
Earth Resources and Technology Satellite. [Landsat 1 (1972)] As you may have guessed, it covered 
the local area—an area that included the AN-GRD-6, the Potomac River, and an area that in the 
future would be named Huntley Meadows Park. 


Technology Satellite (ERTS), was the first satellite of the United States' Landsat program. It was 
launched on July 23, 1972, by a Delta 900 rocket from Vandenberg Air Force Base in California. 
Landsat 1 was designed to collect data on Earth's landmasses, including land use, agriculture, 
forestry, geology, and hydrology. The satellite carried two instruments: a Return Beam Vidicon 
(RBV) camera and a Multispectral Scanner (MSS). The RBV camera took black-and-white images 
in four bands, while the MSS took multispectral images in four bands. 


Landsat 1 operated for over five years, collecting over 2 million images of Earth. The data collected 
by Landsat 1 has been used for a variety of purposes, including land use planning, natural resource 
management, and environmental monitoring. Landsat 1 was a major technological achievement and 
paved the way for the development of future Earth observation satellites. 


The following are some of the key achievements of Landsat 1: 

*It was the first satellite designed to collect data on Earth's landmasses. 

*It collected over 2 million images of Earth. 

¢The data collected by Landsat 1 has been used for a variety of purposes, including land use 
planning, natural resource management, and environmental monitoring. 

eLandsat 1 was a major technological achievement and paved the way for the development of future 
Earth observation satellites. 

Landsat 1 is a significant milestone in the history of Earth observation. The data collected by 
Landsat 1 has had a major impact on our understanding of the Earth and its resources. The satellite 
continues to be used today to monitor changes on Earth and to support a variety of applications. 


—— EARTH DAY —,./~ 


THE PUZZLE PIECES 


The pencil and paper trick is a classic magic trick that has been around for centuries. It is a simple 
trick, but it is still very effective at fooling people. 


The trick works by using the principle of dimensional folding. When you fold the paper in half, you 
are creating a new dimension. The pencil is then hidden in this new dimension. When you unroll the 
paper, the pencil appears to have disappeared. 


This trick is often used as a way to introduce children to the concept of magic. It is a fun and easy 
way to show them that there is more to the world than meets the eye. 

However, the pencil and paper trick is also a very powerful magic trick. It can be used to create the 
illusion of disappearance and reappearance. This illusion can be used to create a sense of mystery 
and wonder. 


The pencil and paper trick is a simple, yet powerful magic trick. It is a trick that can be used to fool 
people of all ages. It is a trick that can be used to create a sense of mystery and wonder. 

But what if the pencil and paper trick was more than just a trick? What if it was a way to access 
another dimension? A dimension where matter and energy are not as we know them? 


Some believe that the pencil and paper trick is a way to access the quantum realm. The quantum 
realm is a world where particles can exist in multiple states at the same time. It is a world where 
matter and energy can be manipulated in ways that are not possible in our own world. 


If the pencil and paper trick is a way to access the quantum realm, then it could be used to perform 
some amazing magic tricks. It could be used to make objects disappear and reappear. It could be 
used to make objects move through solid objects. It could even be used to create objects out of thin 
air. 

The possibilities are endless. The pencil and paper trick is a simple, yet powerful magic trick. It is a 
trick that can be used to fool people of all ages. It is a trick that can be used to create a sense of 


mystery and wonder. 


But it is also a trick that could be used to change the world. 


MAGNIFYING LENS 


It was a hot summer day, and we were bored. We had already played all of our usual games, and we 
were looking for something new to do. Then, Brook had an idea. 


“Hey,” he said, “let’s use the magnifying glass to see what happens when we focus sunlight on 
something.” 


We all thought that sounded like a good idea, so we went and found a magnifying glass. We found a 
patch of grass and focused the sunlight on it. The grass started to smoke, and then it caught on fire! 
We were so excited! We had never seen anything like it before. 


We started to experiment with different things, to see what else we could make burn. We tried ants, 
but they didn’t taste very good. We tried marshmallows, and they were delicious. But the best thing 
we tried was popcorn. 


We put a kernel of popcorn on the ground and focused the sunlight on it. The kernel started to pop, 
and then it exploded! We all laughed and cheered. We had never seen popcorn pop before, and it 
was so much fun. We spent the rest of the day experimenting with the magnifying glass. We burned 
things, popped popcorn made easier with a bit of butter and even started a few small fires ina BBQ 
pit to practice survival firestarting. It was a great day, and we learned a lot about the power of 
sunlight. 


Using a magnifying glass in sunlight can be both fun and dangerous. 


It is important to always ask a parent or adult for supervision when conducting experiments with a 
magnifying glass. 


Here are some safety tips to keep in mind: 


*Never point a magnifying glass at your eyes or the eyes of others. 

*The concentrated sunlight can cause serious eye damage. 

*Never use a magnifying glass to start a fire near dry brush or other flammable materials. 
°A fire can quickly get out of control. 

*Be careful when using a magnifying glass near other people or animals. 

The concentrated sunlight can cause burns. 

*Always clean a magnifying glass before and after use. 

*This will help to prevent the spread of germs. 


By following these safety tips, you can enjoy using a magnifying glass safely and responsibly. 


SQUIRREL WARS 


In Harold’s backyard stood two ancient oak trees of enormous size. A quick estimation based on the 
height and size indicated the trees were four hundred and fifty to five hundred years old. They stood 
in majestic grandeur unmatched by any tree in the forested area or neighborhood. We wondered of 
all the events it had witnessed in the course of growing, which dated back to the time when 
Columbus landed on the continent. 


Harold’s dad liked to spend time on the back patio reading in a weekend ritual, newspapers, 
magazines, and books. It was a ritual of relaxation that involved the drinking of beer. From time to 
time, the unpredictable weather and bugs would interfere with his full enjoyment, so he had a metal 
roof placed over the patio and had it enclosed with screening to keep the bugs out. 


As best I could tell, that was when the squirrel war began. The metal patio roof was below a section 
of the ancient oak tree. In the tree lived fluffy brown and Grey squirrels. One weekend while eating 
a peanut butter and jelly sandwich on our elevated wood planked porch, I heard a distinctive 
metallic “ker-pling” sound followed by some vocal cursing. Looking upward toward the oak trees, I 
could see a squirrel scurry along a tree branch above the patio roof and over toward a distant 
branch. After several minutes, it returned to the branch over the metal patio roof and dropped an 
acorn, which upon hitting the metal patio roof made a “ker-pling” sound, this time with some 
rumble sound as it rolled across the patio roof toward the rain gutter and downspout. The sound was 
followed by some vocalizations from Harold’s dad, followed by the slam of a door leading into the 
house from the enclosed patio area. The squirrel ceased the dropping of acorns on the metal roof. 
After about ten minutes, Harold’s dad resumed relaxation on the patio, and the squirrel resumed the 
dropping of acorns on the metal roof. After several observations, I realized the squirrel was 
dropping acorns on the roof only when Harold’s dad was on the patio! 


During my observations, I had difficulty understanding just what I was seeing. Was the squirrel 
trying to be friendly, sharing acorns with Harold’s dad? Or did the squirrel sense aggravation, 
perhaps trying to deter a perceived intruder or predator? 


The next weekend, Harold’s dad wanted to till the garden with the rototiller but had problems 
getting it to run properly. When he took it apart to find the problem, he found the belt housing 
clogged with acorns. 


There was something a bit more perplexing to me, which at my young age was difficult to 
understand. Harold had received a high-powered pellet gun earlier for Christmas. I talked with 
Harold, asking him why he or his dad did not simply kill the squirrels with the pellet gun. Harold 
explained to me that he would have to eat anything he killed with the pellet gun. It was a steadfast 
rule dictated by his parents. In the discussion, I came to agree with the decision not to shoot the 
critters. I had eaten squirrel at a younger age and found the flavor not agreeable. It ranked with liver 
and stewed tomatoes, which I disliked. 


Over the next several weeks, the squirrel war seemed to escalate. The downspout was clogged with 
acorns, and the metal roof was almost completely covered. Then on the morning of the Fourth of 
July, it started. I heard a series of firecrackers next door, then louder explosions as cherry bombs 
exploded. I sat on the kitchen porch and watched. A squirrel ran along the large oak branch above 
the patio roof and dropped an acorn on the metal roof. A moment later, a smoking object came 
flying out from the enclosed patio, which had a screen removed. A large “ka-boom” sound 


resounded with an echo; a patch of grass on the rear lawn was vaporized, leaving a round, six-inch 
char spot. The intermittent acorn dropping and unbelievable explosions continued for hours. I was 
curious and asked Harold’s dad what type of firework was being used, the reply: “Ashcans.” 
Harold’s dad was somewhat drunk, and it was not even lunchtime. I asked as to why it was called 
an ashcan; a demonstration was given to a small audience of kids. Harold’s dad overturned the 
empty trash can on the curb and placed it on the street; underneath he placed an ashcan and lit the 
fuse with his cigar. Hiding behind a well-protected venue, I watched the trash can take off like a 
rocket with a loud explosion as it traveled upward in flight to the height of the electrical power pole. 
A distance upward of thirty feet before falling, crashing into the street pavement with a loud clatter. 


As day turned into evening at our house, we began eating watermelon and drinking ice cream sodas, 
placing lawn chairs in a position so as to see both our own fireworks and those of neighbors. 
Harold’s dad had stocked up on fireworks for an impressive display for arriving relatives. It was 
now dark, and we began to ignite sparkling fountains and displays. Next door, the fireworks seemed 
a bit out of the ordinary, shooting fountains of sparks to great heights. We momentarily paused our 
fireworks display as we watched the ever-increasing activity next door—antics of drunken adults 
playing with dangerous fireworks. 


Harold’s dad spotted a squirrel scampering in the branches above from the light of a flaring display. 
He moved the display stand under the giant oak trees and began unpacking a giant box of fireworks, 
placing an unbelievable assortment of high-powered displays under the giant oaks. The battle 
started as a large aerial blast shot from ground level into one of the oak trees. The aerial blast stirred 
the squirrels. The drunken adults lit up roman candles, firing colored balls of light into the air at 
great heights toward the giant oaks before each exploded at random intervals. From the colored 
lights of the fireworks, the branches seemed filled with what must have been ten to fifteen squirrels 
running about on the branches. Then a massive ground assault began as numerous fireworks located 
on the ground below the oak trees were ignited in succession. As the display became evermore 
impressive, nearby neighbors came over to see the colorful sparks, growing cloud of smoke, and 
explosions happening up in the large, towering oak trees. 


In the intensity of the fireworks, the squirrels descended from the trees, scampering about the yard 
and running in all directions. Unable to fully see, the squirrels scampered about, running into 
different people and objects. In the gathering crowd of neighbors, screams arose from women as the 
squirrels ran across toes and flip-flops trying in desperation to flee, partly blinded by the brilliant 
colored lights from the fireworks. 


In following weeks, Harold’s dad resumed his weekend ritual, undisturbed except for the rare acorn 
that fell from its oak branch on it’s own accord and plopping upon the metal roof, which was now 
covered with outdoor carpet to dampen the sound. Having lost the war, the squirrels did not return. 
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MR. BROWN 


Mr. Brown was one of the reasons kids in the neighborhood gravitated to the nearby field and 
woods to play and romp. Mr. Brown bought a brown house across from the corner of the school bus 
stop located on the corner of Keeler and Noel streets. He was a single, fun-loving, fairly young 
military person who was trying to get his life started. All seemed quite ordinary: for example, the 
grass in his yard was somewhat brownish due to the poor soil, as were most lawns in the 
neighborhood. 


A nearby neighbor, Mr. Crabgrass, insisted on walking his dog and letting it crap on Mr. Brown’s 
lawn. Crabgrass, for some reason, did not like military people and did not like the color of Mr. 
Brown’s house. One day, Mr. Brown confronted the belligerent Crabgrass, and a short argument 
ensued. Crabgrass argued that his dog’s pooping on Mr. Brown’s lawn was improving the 
neighborhood by making his lawn greener. Mr. Brown was unhappy because, while walking on his 
lawn, he slipped on dog poop. After the argument, they both were unfriendly with each other. 


Now, being a military person soon to be transferred to duty at a different location, Mr. Brown had 
hoped his neighbor with the dog would watch after his house so it would not be broken into and 
vandalized while he was away serving his country. Mr. Brown now had two problems to solve: the 
first was to keep people from breaking into his house, and the second was to keep the dog from 
pooping on his lawn. Then an idea came to him: turn the problem into the solution! After all, a 
person in the military sometimes has to deal with a lot of crap. 


Shortly before Mr. Brown left on his assignment, he called the wastewater treatment plant and had 
them deliver and dump several truckloads of crap on his lawn. The crap, or processed “poop,” was 
deep. After a contracted bulldozer had spread it over his lawn, it was at least one and a half to two 
feet deep. While processed poop does not smell as bad as “raw poop,” the smell was still horrific. 
No burglar or vandal would even think about walking across deep, muddy “doo-doo.” That first day 
at the bus stop, waiting for the bus was difficult; the following days, kids wore clothespins and 
swimming nose plugs. You could smell the stench for a good block and a half from his yard. Mr. 
Crabgrass, of course, called and complained, but there was no resolution. There were no laws 
against covering your lawn with processed poop, and no laws about poop smell. When people 
complained about the smell, they were simply told, “Mr. Brown is out of town; there is nothing we 
can do.” A few days later, Mr. Crabgrass’s dog dashed over to Mr. Brown’s lawn and began rolling 
around in the crap. This was too much for Mr. Crabgrass, who then sold his house and moved far 
away. 


After several months, the smell gradually faded, and Mr. Brown returned from his assignment to 
greet the greenest lawn in the neighborhood; afterward, dogs never pooped on his lawn. He installed 
a large above-ground pool in his backyard and had evening summer pool parties, which kids and 
parents for blocks around would come to cool themselves from the summer heat—making up for 
minor discord and the smell, while he was serving his tour of duty. His dream of raising a family 
and marriage were realized at a pool splash, where he met the love of his life. 


ROPE SWING 


As you may have surmised, we are walking together on a trail of events. I want to show you 
something. There are people who face problems directly and do their best to solve them. There are 
others who seem to cause problems for others and then run away. Mr. Brown actually solved three 
problems: he discouraged vandals, stopped dogs from crapping on his lawn, and made his lawn 
greener in an environmental way. Mr. Crabgrass used expensive store-bought solutions that made 
only temporary improvements to his lawn. After complaining about the smell and receiving no clear 
response, he moved away, running away from his problems. The world seems smaller and smaller 
due to population increases. We truly only have only one planetary home. Eventually there will be 
no place to run. 


I did many things that were not successful and made many mistakes as I traveled along the trail. As 
I share these events with you, I hope to challenge the way you perceive your environment. I hope to 
change your mental view, because the air is full of water, and the water is full of air. Earlier in the 
story, I told you about an arched oak tree near Sparky’s dog run. Eventually we scrounged some 
rope and an old tire, then hung a rope swing from the peak of the arch. When you make a swing 
from rope, the rope behaves like a long stick, with most of the flex, stress, and wear happening at 
the stationary support, or pivot point. We all liked to swing and would work together, taking turns 
pushing the person on the swing higher and higher. It was Larry’s turn on the swing as I began to 
push him higher and higher. Larry looked up, noticed that the pivot point on the rope was failing, 
and shouted, “stop! Stop!”—which, in the thrill, I ignored. The rope broke, and Larry fell, breaking 
his arm. I had made a terrible mistake. Larry did not hold it against me, and we remained friends, 
both of us a bit more cautious. Larry upon recovery took up martial arts to strengthen his damaged 
bone. His interest had been sparked by the martial arts techniques from the Godzilla movies that we 
all liked watching. 


On one occasion, as will happen with kids, a disagreement happened, which progressed into 
physical form. Larry at this point had become proficient with the techniques he had learned and 
could have easily broken my arm in return for the swing accident. Instead, he simply put me in a 
hold and calmly said, “Stop.” He had learned not just physical moves but also emotional control. I 
had respect for Larry—in that moment, he had shown me patience, restraint, and a new trail of 
emotional control and wisdom. Over the years, I noticed a number of rope and cable swings, some 
with chains, some with metal hooks—with exposure to weather, they all seemed to fail at some 
point. I have known many who ended up with fractured or broken bones. Rope swings last only a 
short while! Be careful and aware of the risk! 


Some things that seem simple can turn unpredictable and make for a lot of time spent cleaning. The 
next event is one such occurrence. 


WORMS 


When I was out trying to sell some of the tropical fish I had raised, a customer asked if I had any 
fishing worms to sell, as he was going fishing the following morning. I responded that I did not 
have any at the moment but could catch some for him if I had advance notice. In the following days, 
having lost a potential sale and profit from earthworms, I set about making an “earthworm farm”: I 
took an old glass tank I had used as a fish breeder tank and filled it with dirt that had lots of organic 
decaying material. I then went out to the woods, turned over logs and stones, and gathered a handful 
of common local earthworms that were beige in color and put them in the tank farm. I read a book 
on worm farming, which suggested worms were easy to care for and raise. They eat or ingest dead 
organic matter and improve the soil by excreting waste containing nitrogen, phosphates, and 
potassium in a form usable by plants. Worms are both male and female at the same time and live 
four to eight years. Earthworms are somewhat complex animals with a circulatory and nerve 
system. Worms have a brain, And they breathe air through their moist skin. That last part is 
important: worms need to be kept moist and have air to breathe. 


To help keep them fed, I used cereal; the book suggested oatmeal and other organic food items. I 
wanted my worms to be healthy, so I fed them oatmeal and Wheaties, breakfast—well, you get the 
idea. I put the worm farm in the basement and left it uncovered. Now happy worms, they stayed in 
the tank farm for several months, until one day my youngest brother, who had watched me on 
occasion as I added water to the organic soil cereal mix to keep it moist 

, decided on his own that the worms were “thirsty” and needed a big drink of water, so he filled a 
large pitcher with water and dumped it into the earthworm farm tank. Well, remember how I said 
earlier that earthworms need air to breathe? All that water was just too much: the water filled all the 
air spaces in the soil, and the earthworms, which had been breeding and happy, left to seek air. I was 
outside playing when my sister came out from the house running and shouted to me that there were 
worms all over the basement! When I went down into the basement and turned on the light, it was 
like some horror movie! Worms were on the walls, the floor, the furniture, and tables! I saw the 
flooded earthworm tank and was not happy; it took several hours for me to gather the worms and 
clean up the mess. I took the worms outside, put them in the garden, and ended my earthworm farm 
venture. 


I learned a valuable lesson that day: never leave your worm farm unattended, and never let your 
youngest brother water the worms! 
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TREE COMMUNICATION 


When you take interest in nature, it takes interest in you. We all are a part of nature, with which we 
seek to communicate, interact, and exchange information. So how do you communicate with plants? 
They don’t seem to have ears or specialized sound receptors. Most plants seem to communicate, as 
best I can determine, by chemical or other means. I thought about electrical atmospheric charge. 
Could there be some type of alteration of an undiscovered property of electrons or a sub-electron 
particle that plants and trees were using to communicate in a subterranean manner? A fast system 
using electron transport chains (ETC) in conjunction with symbiotic fungal hyphae and bacteria, 
creating undetected pathways underground to exchange information? I pondered a possibility; trees, 
in a limited manner, could change telluric currents and alter weather. Plants communicate above 
ground with odor molecules, generate flower-scented aromas, and respond to chemicals from 
insects and other plants. I had observed relationships between plants. Some plants were mutually 
beneficial and working together, while others were mutually destructive, seeking to dominate or 
destroy each other by physical growth and use of chemicals with herbicidal action. 

How could I, and at what level would I be able, to interact with a tree? Plants can sense light, so I 
began to wonder. 


I would try to communicate in a simple way: something basic and primitive, but understandable. I 
found a tree that I thought seemed nice; the air was calm and still. I slowly cupped my hands about 
a small clump of young leaves, exposing them to the chemicals from my skin while causing them a 
momentary loss of light. I took a deep breath of air, held it for a bit, then, like a gentle breeze, I 
carefully blew the warm carbon dioxide from my lungs into my cupped hands in which the leaves 
were gently collected. At first, nothing happened. So, I did the same procedure with a clump of 
leaves on a different branch. 


Then something unusual happened; it was quite scary at first: the tree began to sparkle in an unusual 
pattern, as if trying to show me something, and then the sparkles faded. Then, as if all the trees of 
the forest responded, leaves flipped and moved about in a moment of a gentle wind of almost pure 
oxygen. I felt a bit odd, as if I had shared something of my thoughts and self, and the tree had done 
the same with me. 


TURTLIiE 


As I walked farther in the woods near the meadow, I came upon a painted marker stone. These were 
usually flat rocks, painted by kids using multi-color model paints, with a symbol or graphic type of 
system and used to mark difficult-to-navigate spots or things of interest in the area about the rock. 
The painted rocks would mark locations of “cache,” or glass jars ranging in size from a baby food 
jar to a gallon pickle jar. Emergency jars dipped in wax to make a waterproof seal about the lid were 
intended to help you survive and make it back home. They contained medical tape, Band-Aids, 
fishing line, plastic sheeting, and other items. Other cache jars were placed in the ground and 
contained various small items: perhaps a bit of animal fur, a colorful feather, a treasured colorful 
stone, or bits of plant roots. Out of the corner of my eye, an empty box turtle shell was visible. 
Curious, I examined it. 


On the underside ridge of the shell, there was a bit of red paint badly worn. My eyes began to water. 
Could this be? Could this be “Turtlie>?” Turtlie the moving rock? My first “girlfriend?” I examined 
the shell more closely and became unbelievably sad. I was amazed at the same time, asking myself 
if Turtlie (the first moving rock I had ever seen) could have walked several miles, all the way from 
where I lived before in Burgundy Village, to this spot, before expiring. Was Turtlie trying to return 
to me? I was caught completely off guard and had no answers to my questions. 


To explain further, I was very young and playing in the backyard of this previous home. I noticed 
what I thought was a rock moving about in the grass! I was very excited, and somewhat fearful; I 
ran back into the house and exclaimed, “mom! There is a rock outside, and it’s moving!” 


My mom responded, “Rocks don’t move around.” I asked her to come see, and we returned to the 
spot where I had seen the “moving rock.” I pointed at the “rock” as it started to move again. “It’s a 
turtle!” she cheerfully exclaimed. 


Cautiously, though less fearful, I approached it; its shell was a very colorful yellow and black 
pattern, and it seemed to have short legs and an odd head with eyes. I was completely engaged, all 
senses working, examining the new creature. I looked a bit at pictures in books I was yet unable to 
read and had Mom read passages over and over about turtles; I had lots of questions each time. 


The turtle was lovingly picked up and placed in a wooden garden starter box in the backyard; it was 
fed tomatoes and lettuce, which it seemed to like eating, along with a small dish of water. I was very 
happy with the newfound pet “rock” and wondered if it was a girl or boy turtle. We learned that due 
to the steep curve of its shell, it must be a girl turtle. I wanted her to look nice, so I “borrowed” 
Mom’s red nail polish to paint its toenails. It was difficult, as she kept moving her legs and would 
close up into her shell. Mom suggested to me that I be careful with the nail polish, as if by painting 
the top of the turtle’s shell, she would be too easy to see by other animals and might get eaten. The 
thought horrified me. So I painted only a small segment of the underside of her shell with a pattern 
so I could easily identify her when I caught her again. I was going to release her back into the 
“wild” so she would not be a prisoner of captivity, and we were running out of tomatoes and lettuce 
to feed her. I placed Turtlie into the backyard and was able to find her day after day for about a 
week before she left the backyard to walk about and do what turtles do. 


About two days later, a rather large number and assortment of box turtles of various ages and sizes 
appeared in the backyard area at various locations; I recall that about twelve to fifteen were caught 
and placed into the garden starter box frame, which was about eight by eight feet in size. I found 
some more tomatoes somewhere, and it was a turtle eating fest, with the tomatoes not lasting long. 
They seemed very hungry. 


Turtlie was not found or seen anywhere and was not among the turtle bunch. Realizing there was 
not any way I could support or keep so many turtles, I made phone calls to various places. A kind 
caretaker at an animal farm agreed to stop by and take the turtles to the farm to be well cared for 
and fed. He was quite surprised at the number of turtles, since we had mentioned via phone that we 
had “several” turtles. He said there were so many he would be unable to keep them all, but he knew 
of several zoos, and all would be well cared for. I was told I could come and see the box turtles at 
the farm. I am so grateful that I had the opportunity to know Turtlie. She was a special turtle, and I 
will never forget her. 


* (Today known as Burgundy Farm Country Day School (BFCDS) and Burgundy Center for Wildlife 
The reality was that new housing and other urban development had destroyed most of their 
“homes,” or habitat area and would soon destroy their chances for survival. The small creek near 
the backyard, which contained minnows* and other food sources that included blackberries and 
grubs, was soon destroyed and replaced by a concrete storm system drainage. Somehow they 
“knew,” and like animals going to Noah’s ark, they came to my attention in a brief span of time. I 


never found another box turtle in the area and never was able to find Turtlie again—until I came 
across her empty shell. 


HOME ALIVE 


A great number of kids loved playing and exploring the nearby woods when they could escape from 
home. Unfortunately, many of the kids I knew lived in broken homes or with abusive families. Over 
time, I learned a great deal in my observations of fellow playmates. Some were rarely allowed to 
leave the house and play outdoors. Others were verbally abused, subjected to mental anguish, and 
molested. Some kids had handicaps and physical health constraints, while others died, trying their 
best to live. I do not want to go into great detail, due to the sadness of it. Few were the number of 
kids from untarnished homes. 


One kid was very much the adventurer and loved being outdoors. This kid was extremely strong, 
not overly muscular, very active in outdoor activities, very good at winning fights, and a participant 
in various outdoor sports. He was very smart; despite his amazing strength, he was not a bully, nor 
was he aggressive. He earned the nickname of “Manley” due to his manlike strength. There were 
lots of stories about Manley being almost as strong as Paul Bunyan’s blue ox, Babe. 


From my observations, Manley lived in a broken home, constantly at odds with home life. Manley 
was the type that, if you developed too close a friendship with him, was sure to get you in trouble 
and was somewhat unpredictable in his actions. I did not know him well, nor did I develop a close 
friendship with him. He was very much the free spirit, open to challenging danger. 


One afternoon, as we were playing in a small group, a short ways down the block on Keeler street 
he did amazing basketball shots, hitting a power pole transformer containing a rather large wasp 
nest The wasps went everywhere and soon began trying to sting the aggressor, which was the bright 
orange basketball. This did not faze or deter the basketball “game” against the wasps. We kicked 
about the basketball to remove the wasps, and the shots continued; the game ended with an 
estimated score of 256 Manley, 1 Wasps. The score was estimated from the dead wasps left on the 
ground after Manley received a sting, which he examined without shedding a tear, then departed to 
eat dinner at home—a smart decision, as chemicals emitted during the stinging process encourage 
further stings from other wasps. This Manley knew from his extensive knowledge of nature. 


At some point, conflicts and problems became intolerable. Manley ran away from home and began 
living in the woods. There were door-to-door searches for him at first, then stories and rumors that 
he was living in storm drains, was abducted—all types of things. They were all horrifying stories 
about why he was gone or missing. His family searched the woods but was unable to find him; they 
called relatives and friends then scoured the neighborhood. 


At night, Manley would sneak home on occasion to get food and supplies in trying to survive, or he 
would find kids around the neighborhood who were willing to share a bit of food with him. At some 
point, someone ratted him out, and he was caught. There were stories that he had built a place in the 
woods, which no one ever found. I shudder to think of the reasons behind the act of such 
desperation. I doubted stories and rumors, too terrible and horrific to retell here. 


At some point, Manley’s “family,” if you could call it that, moved away. I rode on my bicycle by his 
house at the ending of Lawrence St. just past Ackley St. to see if it was true. The house was vacant, 
with weeds in the yard; I stopped for a sad moment of silence in tribute to memories of him. 


A long time passed; during one of my hikes, I stumbled upon the “home” Manley had built. It was 
in an area of pine trees, not possible to see unless you were almost upon it. He had designed and 
constructed a living, “all-natural” home. It was astounding! He had carefully determined its site and 
constructed a type of log home by using living trees. 


The home consisted of four vertical pine trees making a square, one on each corner; between were 
horizontal trees grafted and carefully joined together. There were spaces between horizontal grafts, 
so branches in the process of growing would fill in the area. While not making an airtight seal, the 
branches would give real protection from wind and rain. 


The horizontal grafts had a tilt to them. Manley determined just how much you could angle a tree 
and still have it grow. A living tree house! He planted some flower bulbs where spots of light fell on 
the ground on the front side of the home. The area was quite dense and dim, smelling of pine and 
with a thick carpet of pine needles covering the ground. The flowers looked as if illuminated by 
overhead spotlights! There were no spotlights—of course, the light from the sun directly overhead 
beamed down through openings created by pruned branches. 


The area was cool, while much of the forest area was warmer that day. The site was now abandoned 
and overgrown. To the side of the home was a large circular metal tub for water and bathing. I 
looked about the site examining details of the design and marveling at the constructions, which 
included a strange table of rock and growing plants and a soft bed consisting of cattail covered with 
aged cloth and surrounded by flowering bushes. I sat down on a tree log nearby to rest a bit and was 
greeted by a colorful salamander that had decided to visit—a silent watcher of trichromatic 
ultraviolet color vision, perhaps, seeing Manley in his darkest moments of despair. 


Manley was truly ahead of his time! I never learned the true story of what happened. The last 
rumored story was that he decided to end it all by “huffing,” or breathing, gasoline fumes then 
smoking a lit cigarette, which burned his lungs; he died a short time later. I like to believe the rumor 
was false, that maybe he beat the odds in some fashion. He was a very brilliant, futuristic person. 


I want to remind you the above account was written from the perspective of a third or fourth grader. 
It portrays or places blame upon the parents who while seeming to be abusive were like most 
parents seeking to care for their children in loving manner, in the best possible way. There are a 
few like Manley having desires for independence, and creativity, with some impulsiveness, and 
despite the best efforts are failed by the “system” inherent in society which seems “blind” to the 
education, and shaping of such intelligence far beyond the normal range. The sadness is that such 
individuals are like supernovas lasting only but a short while, leaving an explosion of ideas, and 
explorations in the wake aftermath. 


OSTRICH 


Ideaesthetic Freddy had a compassion for animals, enjoyed making and painting model airplanes 
with exquisite detail, and loved painting things. My friend Freddy had a mix of animals, ducks, 
rabbits, chickens, a mouse, some guppies, a skunk, birds, an old mean snapping turtle almost the 
size of a trash can lid, and a harmless black snake. The one thing he didn’t have but wanted badly 
was an ostrich. His synesthetic parents would have objected to many of the creatures. Freddy 
already had an entire basement area filled with fish tanks of fancy tailed guppies which he was 
breeding for specific characteristics such as tail size, and various color patterns, in the process of 
studying genetically passed traits and DNA. His parents felt he already had overextended his 
ability to clean and maintain the numerous fish and tanks. Being an energetic type of person Freddy 
was determined to have more animals. Freddy set up an area in the woods just behind his house. 
The area was just far enough away so you could not see the animals but close enough to have 
electric power provided from a long, concealed electrical cord running from the house. 


One day while looking at catalogs from scientific supply companies, he came upon eggs that could 
be purchased for classrooms, which were either ready to hatch or had embryos at various stages. 
There were various egg types: chickens, ducks, snakes, and ostriches. He devised a plan to send for 
an ostrich egg that would arrive directly from an ostrich farm; then he would incubate it till it 
hatched. The problem was he did not have an incubator to keep the egg warm. 


I thought for a while, then took to building an incubator from cardboard boxes. I took a large 
cardboard box and placed a smaller box inside. I stuffed newspaper, to act as insulation, as evenly 
as possible about the small box, so that it was roughly centered within the large box. I cut a square 
hole in the side of the large box, carefully took a piece of windowpane, and taped it over the hole 
while wearing thick gloves so I would not cut my hands on the sharp glass edges. The small box 
was shifted over from the center, and I removed a side panel of it. The opened side was placed near 
the glass, which acted as a viewing port. 


I now had a box within a box that was insulated and had a side window. I placed a light with a low- 
wattage light bulb in the inner box along with a thermometer to measure temperature. The bulb was 
not able to keep the interior warm enough, so I lined the inner box with aluminum foil and stuffed 
more newspaper insulation between the boxes. I adjusted the amount of newspaper insulation and 
removed a bit, as now the incubation chamber was too hot, until I was able to get the correct 
temperature for hatching the ostrich egg. 


Crumpled newspapers were arranged in the inner box to create a sort of egg support nest to keep the 
egg properly positioned, and a small dish of water kept things from drying out. The box lids were 
cut to make doors so you could put the egg in and rotate it from time to time, keeping the air pocket 
in the egg upright. 


I gave the result to Freddy, and, after he checked it for a few days to make sure it would hold 
temperature properly, he constructed a makeshift shelter in the wooded animal area from an old 
large outdoor umbrella which he had patched and painted tree leaves, to keep rain from melting the 
cardboard. 


A short while later, Freddy sold a few of his model airplanes and sent in an order for an ostrich egg. 
The prized egg arrived via special delivery, and Freddy told his unsuspecting parents he was 
working on a project for the science fair. The egg was placed inside the improvised incubator, and 


after what seemed like a long time, the enormous egg hatched, producing a rather scraggly, then 
later fluffy, baby ostrich. 


When I went back to visit the newly hatched ostrich, I looked around, but most of Freddy’s animals 
seemed to be gone; there was only a small toy truck and some other toys lying about. When I asked 
Freddy about what happened, he said, “The animals are still here. Just look again more carefully.” 
Then I noticed the toy truck begin to move—and I could make out eyes! I yelled out, “You have to 
be kidding!” Looking further, I noticed a rock moving, then some green moss with eyes. I was 
astonished! 


When I calmed down a bit, Freddy explained he had read a book about natural camouflage and how 
some animals used it to keep from being eaten. He had simply improved on it by painting—with 
bright, harmless dyes—a good number of his pets to look like green moss, rocks, or pieces of wood; 
he had painted the black snake to look like a rattlesnake and had painted the rabbits to look like toy 
trucks, cars, and other toy items. 


It was then I noticed a yellow ball seeming to float about in the air—it was the baby ostrich (which 
seemed to be growing fast), its main body dyed a bright yellow and looking very much like a big 
yellow ball! 


I couldn’t believe what I was seeing. Freddy had turned his entire backyard into a giant game of 
hide-and-seek! I was laughing so hard I could barely breathe. 


Freddy just grinned. “I told you they were still here,” he said. 
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We use sounds to communicate our thoughts and ideas to each other. While the phonemes we use to 
create speech sound very much the same, words representing those 

sounds are spelled differently. The words “soul,” “cole,” “goal,” and “toll,”* if pronounced without 
the first letter, sound very much the same. I want you to remember the sound; it is how you 
pronounce the name of “Oel.” Oel had several carnivorous plants in a terrarium, which he 
dampened with rain or distilled water. From time to time, he would feed them live bugs and watch 
with interest as the plants gobbled them. His favorites were Venus flytraps, of which he had several 
types. On the wall in his room was a poster of the dangerous Yateveo man-eating plant. 


* ACCT: a soul, selenocysteine, or U/pyrrolysine, or O 


Oel, trying to see through a window at a very young age, jumped up and down in his crib. Many 
kids grow out of jumping up and down on beds, couches, and chairs. Oel simply loved jumping up 
and down. Oel’s parents decided to get him a portable trampoline chair for Christmas so he would 
not constantly be jumping on the furniture. The trampoline chair used a tire inner tube to give it 
springy bounce. It was covered on both sides with sturdy brown canvas that had web backing to 
give it strength. The trampoline cover fit around the inner tube like a pillowcase, with open webbed 
sides permitting the inner tube to expand and absorb the shock of jumping. It made a nice TV chair 
to sit on or a mini table if you were sitting directly on the floor. Oel happily spent hours jumping up 
and down while watching television. 


One nice day, Oel took the mini trampoline outside. He placed it on the ground and was jumping 
away, trying to jump ever higher. He noticed a ladder next to the flat carport roof, and he moved the 
trampoline closer to the carport under the roof’s edge. He placed the top of the ladder against the 
roof’s edge and climbed on the carport roof so he could jump from the roof down to the trampoline. 
Just as he was about to jump, his mom, hearing him on the roof, came outside to investigate. She 
stopped him just before he was going to jump. She was worried but did not want to take away the 
trampoline chair. She had a long talk with him about safety and the dangers of jumping from high 
places. The trampoline chair was a bit cumbersome in the living room and seemed to always get in 
the way. 


Oel’s dad worked at the Outside Education Laboratory, a division of Orbital Education Labs. At the 
end of a long workweek, he would have a blue birch beer soda with a dash of maple syrup. 
Sometimes he would drink a spruce beer soda or a sarsaparilla on ice while watching television. 
After a rough day or intensified yard work he relaxed with old #3 red cap Blenheim Ginger Ale 
dating back to the 1800's when Dr May added Jamaican Ginger to local mineral water found by 
James Spears when he lost his shoe in a water hole in 1781. 

Oel’s dad on his way home from work, he noticed a welding supply store that sold helium gas. As 
he recalled a movie about airships, an idea occurred to him. Early Saturday morning, he took the 
trampoline chair down to the welding supply store and had it filled with helium. 


When Oel woke up late Saturday morning, he could not find the trampoline chair. When he asked 
his mom about the trampoline chair, she simply pointed up at the living room ceiling. A string was 
attached to it, so he could pull it down for use. To keep it from floating away when he wanted to 
jump on it, a large heavy dictionary was placed into the canvas webbing on the underside. 


Oel’s mom liked the idea of “floating furniture,” so his parents bought new brightly colored 
inflatable furniture. They filled the furniture with helium and put the old furniture in the storage 
garage. When friends stopped by to visit, the living room seemed empty—until they looked up 
toward the ceiling. It was never, “Pull up a chair while I make some tea.” Instead, it was, “Pull 
down a chair while I make some floats with ice cream.” 


Oel had a black cat with brown spots named Brownie. The cat loved to snooze on top of the 
trampoline chair when it was down on the floor. Brownie’s spots were the same shade of brown as 
the chair; from a distance, the cat looked like a strange black sponge creature as it slept. 


Oel’s friends made fun of Brownie while walking their dogs, bragging how dogs were better than 
cats, as you could take them for a walk. Oel connected a leash to Brownie’s collar and tried to take 
Brownie for a walk, but Brownie did not seem to want to go anywhere. He was proud of Brownie; 
she seemed to like the trampoline chair just as much as he did. 


He thought that Brownie was not as heavy as that large dictionary. So he removed the dictionary 
from the underside of the trampoline chair. When Brownie climbed on board, he released his hold 
on it. The trampoline chair slowly rose and then hovered about three feet from the floor. At first 
Brownie was a bit nervous and kept jumping off, but after several trials, she remained on the 
floating trampoline, which looked like a giant, thick, brown pancake. Next Oel took the leash, 
attached it to the floating trampoline, and pulled it around the room with Brownie riding on top. 
Brownie seemed to Enjoy riding about on the floating trampoline, so he decided to show his friends. 
He wanted to prove that cats were better than dogs. 


He attached two lines to the trampoline, in case one broke, then took it outside and placed Brownie 
on top. He then took Brownie for a walk; his friends were stunned into amazed silence as he pulled 


the hovering trampoline along behind like a floating wagon. Brownie seemed to like going for 
walks and fell asleep at times in the warm sun while Oel pulled her along. 


Oel’s dad was always coming home with strange things. One day, he brought home a trampoline 
chair. Oel had never seen anything like it before. It was a big, round chair with a trampoline 
stretched across the seat. 

“What’s it for?” Oel asked. 

“It's for sitting in,” his dad said. “But it's also for bouncing.” 

Oel bounced on the trampoline chair. It was fun! He bounced higher and higher until he was almost 
touching the ceiling. 

“This is great!” Oel said. 

“T thought you might like it,” his dad said. 

The next day, Oel’s friends came over to play. They all wanted to try the trampoline chair. They 
bounced and laughed and had a great time. 

But then, something strange happened. The trampoline chair started to float! 

“What’s happening?” Oel asked. 

“T don't know,” his dad said. “But it looks like the chair is filled with helium.” 

Helium is a gas that makes things float. Oel and his friends were amazed. They couldn’t believe that 
the trampoline chair was floating. 

“This is so cool!” Oel said. 

“Let’s go for a ride!” his friend, Billy, said. 

Oel and his friends climbed onto the trampoline chair and held on tight. The chair floated up into 
the air and out the window. They flew over the neighborhood, waving to their parents and 
neighbors. 

They flew over the park and the school. They even flew over the city! 

“This is the best day ever!” Oel said. 

They flew for hours, until they were tired. Then, they landed in a field and went to sleep. 

The next morning, they woke up and found themselves back in Oel’s backyard. They couldn’t 
believe what had happened. They had flown all night! 

“That was amazing!” Oel said. 

“T’ve never had so much fun!” Billy said. 

They all agreed that it was the best day ever. 

From that day on, Oel and his friends would often go for rides on the trampoline chair. They would 
fly all over the place, having amazing adventures. 
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Over time, the trampoline chair became worn and frayed from all the use, and one day in the living 
room, it simply popped. Eventually the novelty of the inflated furniture faded as it wore out and 
became covered with plastic patches. Gradually furniture from the garage appeared back in the 
living room. Oel, however, still liked jumping. He jumped off of the swing set in the backyard, 
fracturing his arms. He still yearned to jump ever higher; for a long while, as his arms healed, he 
was despondent from lack of jumping about. 


Oel’s grandparents had just the remedy. Oel did not know what to make of his birthday present. It 
looked like a stick with handles and had foot pedals on each side near the bottom. It was a pogo 
stick, they explained—you held the handles, put your feet on the pedals, and hopped up and down 
on it. At first, it was a bit difficult, like learning to ride a bicycle, but with a little practice, Oel was 
hopping about all over the place, happily bouncing up and down. 


Sterling, a friend of Oel’s, had a unicycle, and Ben had a pair of stilts. The three of them got 
together one day and worked on problems that existed with each mode of transportation. The 
unicycle did not work well on the muddy ground in the woods and did not have good traction. The 
stilts kept sinking in mud until you could not walk on them. The pogo stick was unusable on soft 
ground, as the spring did not compress. Oel remembered that Eskimos used snowshoes to spread 
out their weight to keep from sinking in the snow, but they would be much too large and would 
interfere with the hopping action of the pogo stick. After a bit of work and trial and error, they made 
changes to each device. 


Bathtub chain was used to create tire chains for the unicycle, and a broken toy part was attached to 
the bottom of the pogo stick and to the bottom of each stilt to increase the surface area and spread 
out the weight. To test out the changes, the three of them set out into the woods for a short jaunt. 
One of them hopped about, leaving strange-looking footprints on the soft ground; the other left a 
strange, winding print, like some alien tail; and the stilts made mechanical-looking impressions. 
They returned from the woods covered in mud and dirt, happy with their success. 


I once mentioned to Oel’s dad the Lord Kelvin electrostatic generator that I had built. I told him it 
worked great, except in the winter, when it got cold, which stopped the water from dripping. He 
suggested that if I could add something to the water to keep it from freezing, it might work. So I 
added some juice mix with lots of sugar to the water and then started it. 


Normally the water would freeze at a temperature based on its charge: positively charged water 
drops froze at a temperature that was warmer, and the negatively charged water drops froze at a 
lower temperature (about ten degrees cooler). If you switched the charges and heated the water, it 
caused it to freeze! If you use hot water to make ice cubes in the freezer, they freeze quicker than if 
made with cool water: the Mpemba effect. As an ice cube melts, it releases negative charge and 
becomes positively charged water. Salt conducts electricity; sugar does not. Sugar does not divide 
into ions and cannot ionize when put in water; it remains neutral and does not conduct. The 
resulting frozen confection of water, juice mix, and sugar was edible and most interesting to eat. 


Here is a question I want you to consider, if I take an ice cube and apply electrical charge across 
opposite sides, what really happens to that electrical charge as the ice cube melts? 


Answer ..When an ice cube is charged, the charge is distributed evenly throughout the ice cube. As 
the ice cube melts, the charge is redistributed according to the relative permittivity of water and ice. 


Water has a higher relative permittivity than ice, so 
qneasiaee The charge eventually dissipates into the surrounding environment. 


Here's a more detailed explanation: 


*Relative permittivity is a measure of how much an electric field is distorted by a material. A 
material with a high relative permittivity will have a stronger electric field than a material with a 
low relative permittivity. 


*Ice has a relative permittivity of 3.18, while water has a relative permittivity of 80. This means 
that water is about 25 times more polarizable than ice. 


*Polarizable means that a material can be easily polarized, or have its electric field distorted. 


*As the ice cube melts, the water molecules become more and more polarized. This is because the 
water molecules are now free to move around, and they can more easily align themselves with the 
electric field of the charged ice cube. 


*The charge becomes more concentrated in the water as it melts because the water molecules are 
now more polarizable. This means that the water molecules can more easily hold onto the charge. 


*The charge eventually dissipates into the surrounding environment as the ice cube melts 
completely. This is because the charge can no longer be held onto by the water molecules, and it is 
free to move around. 


GHOST ROCKOON 


It was a day that started off just like any other. The sun was out, and in the sky there were billowing 
cumuli drifting in the gentle breeze; that is, a billowing electrocharge moved gently in the sky 
above, and a mirrored electrocharge permeated the ground upon which I was standing, hidden in the 
illusion of reality. I considered that a tree not only “sees” a cloud but also “feels” it at the same 
moment as it floats overhead. I wondered what it must be like. 


Kids were playing; the temperature was comfortable, making for a great day to work on a science 
fair project. I had decided, after reading a magazine article on Van Allen rockoons, to build a rocket 
balloon from a large sheet of clear plastic. While not a true rockoon, the large size was sure to 
attract attention. Van Allen devised a balloon-rocket combination that launched rockets from high- 
altitude balloons to send scientific instruments ever higher; these instruments first detected 
indications of radiation belts surrounding the earth. The rockoon-balloon was a large tube shape 
about three to four feet in diameter and almost twelve feet in length. To the clear tube, I attached 
cardboard fins, and to protect them from rain, I covered them with aluminum foil. I did a test and 
inflated the balloon with a vacuum cleaner blower to check for any leaks. 


It was marvelous—just perfect for the science fair display. I still had not decided on how to make 
the nose cone section—but it looked right, this blunt-nosed “ghost rockoon.” The inflation test went 
well, so I deflated the balloon and began building the nose cone and attaching the tie-downs to keep 
it from blowing away in the wind. It would be a real attention-getter. To help keep the ghost 
rockoon upright, I needed helium, which was expensive. I wanted to use helium to create neutral 
buoyancy inside the ghost rockoon so the rocket display would seem to hover about two feet above 
the ground. 


I had read about splitting water molecules into hydrogen and oxygen with electricity. I knew 
hydrogen was lighter than air. There was an experiment in my chemistry set that used a beaker or 
jar of water, two test tubes, and some wire connected to a flashlight battery. In operation, the water 
molecules would split, and one test tube would contain oxygen and the other hydrogen. You could 
figure which was hydrogen and which was oxygen by the volume of the displaced water in the test 
tubes. I assembled the components and was very disappointed in the volume of lighter-than-air 
hydrogen produced and the long time it took using a flashlight battery. The batteries did not last 
very long in the gas-production process. 


I decided to create a newer, more gas-productive device using a five-gallon metal bucket placed 
away from the house on the ground. Then I created an insulated “water splitter” electrode using a 
piece of pipe. I did not have a source of DC voltage from a car battery or arc welder, so I opted to 
use AC voltage instead, with the rationalization that the gas produced would contain oxygen and 
hydrogen, and that the hydrogen gas, being lighter, would float to the upper part of a plastic sheet 
collection chamber that I attached to the bucket. 


The dangerous gas-producing contraption was placed outside, plugged into a wall outlet, and soon 
blew the power panel fuse. So, I reconfigured it and decided to add aluminum powder to the water 
to aid the electrical conduction then plugged it into the electrical dryer outlet. I soon had the small 
volume of hydrogen gas I needed in the ghost rockoon and detached it from the contraption. I then 
closed the improvised splitter valve with a rubber band. 


At that point, a larger reaction began to happen. The water was breaking down into hydrogen and 
oxygen gas bubbles that, under pressure, were carbonating the water, making my contraption much 
like a can or container of soda charged with carbon dioxide gas—except, in this case, the small gas 
bubbles were highly implosive. The heat from the electrical AC current passing through the water 


caused the water to warm up, and it began to circulate due to convection currents. As the reaction 
became more agitated, the aluminum in the water created string-like chains much like spaghetti, and 
the fragments of aluminum powder floated to the inner surface of the gas bubbles due to surface 
tension. 


The powder aluminum inner-coated bubbles acted like the gaps in a spark plug. The voltage 
difference in the water created electrical sparks that ignited the explosive gas bubbles, creating 
massive multiple cavitation implosions: an intense force and reaction that recombined the oxygen 
and hydrogen gas atoms back into water molecules. 


The spark gap effect disrupted TV and radio reception for blocks as it generated wide-spectrum, 
high-frequency energy emission. It became an underwater spark-gap transmitter, or radio wave 
cavitation reactor. The cavitation implosions and reactions happened with extreme speed of perhaps 
supersonic or hyper-sonic velocity. The sound was like that of thousands of firecrackers exploding 
at once. Before I could turn off the electrical power connected to the contraption, all the water was 
propelled or ejected, and the water containment unit was destroyed. 


The respective forces of freezing water and electrolysis are much alike. I began to think of what 
might happen if the electrolysis reaction was fully contained: Would the water continue to break 
down, or would it stop conducting electricity? Would the H2, O, and water form complex molecules 
with trace elements in the water, creating liquid hydrocarbon if I used carbon electrodes? Would the 
hydrogen begin to conduct electricity and start a dangerous fusion reaction? If I used ultrasonic 
sound in addition to the electricity, could I make a new type of light bulb? A youngster has lots of 
wonder and unanswered questions. 


Looking upward, I noticed a model airplane flying in an uncontrolled manner toward the woods: 
first one, then another, and then yet another—planes from Freddy’s prized collection. 


Freddy’s older brother, Ron, was intensely angry and went berserk about something Freddy had 
done. In seeking revenge, Ron decided to destroy Freddy’s airplanes and anything else Freddy 
owned or cherished. Ron discovered Freddy’s pet area in the woods and had released and smashed 
the pens and cages of his many pets. 


At the same time, young Timmy and his sister, Julie, chased after their family dog into the woods. 
They both became lost in the woods in the process. During the pursuit, they became separated. 
Julie, who was a bit disoriented, found her way home. Word spread quickly that Timmy, whom 
everybody liked, had become lost in the woods. 


The military base commander assisted local officials by sending recruit soldiers, skilled in 
navigating wooded terrain, to help find Timmy. During an organized search, they discovered strange 
impressions and tracks created by Oel, Sterling, and Ben during their earlier jaunt in the woods. The 
soldiers were at odds about how the strange, unearthly impressions had been created, becoming 
more determined to find Timmy. 


Freddy’s many painted animals at this point were now loose, running about in the woods in the 
same general area of the search, as the numerous model airplanes flying about in random patterns 
above the trees attracted attention. 


Soon word was out all over the neighborhood. Kids swarmed like lost bees upon learning about 
Timmy. Wanting to help find Timmy, they rode their bikes into the woods to help in the search in a 
disorganized way, with some becoming lost themselves. Other kids were running and riding about 


to see the model airplanes flying above and consequently crashing into trees and other objects. 
Hordes of kids roamed about in the woods, creating other headaches and problems for the organized 
search underway. 


Kathy, Debbie, Harriett, and Patty were flying their kites over the woods, hoping Timmy would 
follow the pink kite strings toward home. Meanwhile, Don had launched a model rocket, attempting 
to put his pet mouse into science fair history. The rocket in its misdirected flight passed over the 
trees into the woods, and a number of kids were trying to recover it. 


The hold-downs I had taped to the ghost rockoon worked loose, and the rockoon began a slow 
ascent into the atmosphere. Drifting over the woods, its foil fins caused strange flashes of light from 
the reflected sunlight. People living near the woods, unaware of the search in progress, phoned in 
about a military invasion, buzzing sounds from model airplanes, and people yelling, blowing 
whistles, and playing loud radios; they then learned about the searches in progress for a number of 
lost kids. Kids ran out from the woods, in excited panic, with reports of strange life-forms, yellow 
space creatures, and alien spacecraft flying above the trees. Concerned parents, upon hearing the 
rumors, began searching in a disorganized fashion—yelling, shouting, and calling out by name to 
find their sons or daughters—while others rang dinner bells. 


Dave took Tigeroo (a plastic bike tiger which made a loud, sickly, and frightening tiger roaring 
sound) off his bicycle and began roaming about the woods, trying to scare away the space aliens 
and scaring the bejesus out of people in the process until his parents caught up with him and 
dragged him home. 


A crazed, drunken, old guy with a smoky, backfiring, two-cycle lawnmower set out, blazing a 
swirling, pretzel-like trail through the field and woods. The lawnmower threw up a wall of 
dangerous projectiles as it mowed swampy mud, brush, tall weeds, leaves, fallen tree branches, pine 
cones, gum tree pods, and partially decayed fallen trees. The old driver was ever sure in his 
determination to create a trail upon which no one would ever become lost again! 


A demented, lonely old lady wanted to welcome the rumored space aliens and set about in the 
woods hanging Christmas decorations on tree branches and bushes. 


An older group of teenagers got into a heated argument with electric utility employees who had 
demolished their basketball hoop mounted on an electrical utility pole. In retaliation, they threw a 
chain and a long metal rod at power substation transformers, causing massive arcing and a local 
power outage. 


A neighbor’s barbecue caught fire and generated a huge cloud of smoke, and the fire department 
was Called. Meanwhile, police were making noise with sirens, trying to help the lost kids find their 
way back home—in the sixties, kids would gravitate to the sound of a siren to see what was going 
on. 


An elderly group of bird-watchers reported seeing WWII aircraft flying overhead and making 
bombing runs in the distance. To further investigate the WWII aircraft and space aliens, and to help 
find lost kids and parents, a search helicopter was put into service. The model airplanes began to 
run out of fuel and were crashing into trees and objects before hitting the ground. The monthly air 
raid test sounded, the unaware populace thinking, no doubt, that a war had started from all the 
commotion and police sirens. A model airplane hit the ghost rockoon, and there was a loud 
explosion, with bits of plastic sheeting, foil, and airplane fragments falling from the sky. 


The power outage from massive arcing at the electrical substation caused an above ground 
swimming pool (yes, it was Mr. Brown’s pool) to back-siphon into the filter housing, causing it to 
break, and the entire above ground pool frame collapsed, sending a torrent of water down the street. 
Three blocks away, the fire department had problems with the fire hydrant nearest the barbecue fire 
when the valve broke and could not be turned off—another flood of water began rolling down that 
street. The water main flushing turned the tap water a light brown—and added to the mayhem. Two 
cars, their drivers distracted by the flood of water going down the street, had gotten into a minor 
accident, and the drivers were arguing with each other. 


Freddy’s older brother, Ron, was bitten by the black snake painted to look like a rattlesnake and 
thought he was going to die; an ambulance was called. A person in panic over the chaos backed his 
car into the phone connection box, causing the telephones to ring incessantly for blocks around. 


Recruits, while performing an organized search for Timmy, reported spotting an unidentifiable 
yellow creature and other animal-like oddities resembling rocks, moss, leaves, and toy objects, 
which they then attempted to capture and restrain. The activity in the woods caused Sparky to race 
back and forth along his dog run, creating strange radio emissions from discharges of static 
electricity. The wide-band burst signal was transmitted by his wire run, which acted as a variable 
tuned antenna. The cavitation reactor radio emissions, which happened a short time earlier, 
heterodyned with his dog collar to generate a very unusual radio signal. The detected signal 
indicated a new type of submarine was engaged in a spy mission in the Potomac River at the same 
location radar had been discovered by Taylor and Young in 1922. 


The phone at the military commander’s desk was ringing off the hook. The second-in-command 
thought everyone was being affected by some new type of psychedelic warfare chemical. It seemed 
like everyone was in the woods. Kids brought in snack foods and candy bars to feed the searchers. 
The demented and lonely old lady who had been putting Christmas decorations in the trees went 
home and returned with a cooked turkey stuffed with spaghetti. Teenage searchers with battery- 
powered music radios thought the “hip and groovy” lady with the “twirly gobbler” was “far out.” 


It started to turn into a party in the woods. The sun now reached the edge of the sky. With evening 
fast approaching, searchers began to worry, since searching after dark would be more complex and 
hazardous. Concerns were voiced that Timmy may have fallen or succumbed to a life-threatening 
injury. Estranged searchers held panic in their minds that maybe a real spacecraft from another 
planet had actually landed, fearing young Timmy’s life might be in peril or danger if he was not 
found soon. Making a racket, the activities of crazed, disorganized searchers stirred up animals in 
the woods, causing them to run out toward the neighborhood houses. Additional bedlam and panic 
occurred when some of Freddy’s rabbits painted to look like toy cars and trucks began hopping 
about on lawns. 


Just before dark, word got out to the mass of searchers, informing them that Timmy had found his 
way back home on his own and, while somewhat distressed, was resting peacefully. 


Eventually, everyone found each other and their way out of the woods before dark, and shortly after 
nightfall, the “yellow space alien” was caught. Freddy explained about his ostrich and other pets 
upon learning of their capture. The “hip” lady with the “twirly gobbler” and the crazed drunken 
lawnmower guy found each other. They settled down, becoming married a short time later. 


When I asked around to learn what happened, many people thought the AN-GRD-6 self-sustaining 
array was the support foundation of an old water tower. Only a few people had searched for young 
Timmy deep in the woods. 


THE SECRET 


Originally, in August 1958, the AN-GRD-6 (Military AN/GRD-6) was a United States Naval 
Research Laboratory (NRL) investigation to improve radio direction finding. It used an antenna 
designed to work from 2 MHz (which is just a bit higher than the 1.7 MHz upper limit on the AM 
radio frequency) to 30 MHz (just a bit higher than CB radio frequencies). The name AN-GRD-6 
was derived as follows: “AN” is a designation used for military communication electronic 
equipment, and the letters after first hyphen ( / forward slash , comma) tell about its intended 
installation and purpose—“G” meaning ground installation; “R,” radio indicating equipment; and 
“D” for directional finder. In its day, the array was used as part of a larger network for ELINT, or 
electronic intelligence. The system was manufactured by Sylvania. 


The antenna consisted of eight monopole elements, or self-sustaining broadband sleeve antennas, 
which reduced the direction-finding error to less than one quarter of a degree. It could be 
multiplexed to provide bearings on several radio signals at the same time. Its range of use included 
tracking satellite orbital positions, locating submarine radio signals, tracking clandestine spy 
transmissions, locating in-flight communications trajectories, and receiving tropospheric 
communications and radar image signals. 


The radio signals were sent along with received signals from other antenna arrays to a polymorphic 
multiprocessor computer system, providing extreme location accuracy. The self-sustaining array 
could be configured to transmit low-power, high-frequency “burst types” of ultrawideband radio 
signals. A multi-frequency collimated radio beam was impossible to jam by conventional means. 
This radio beam had the razor sharpness of a laser pointer. It could be focused like a magnifying 
lens by using the wide-aperture phasing arrangement along a series of loops extending in a line of 
1,100 feet. By combining signals from other working arrays and processing the signals using the 
polymorphic computer, astonishing results were achieved. 


The antenna design had many important features, which included a low cost. The most significant 
feature was a feed point far removed from ground. It permitted operation even when covered with 
snow or flooded under water. A secondary design feature caused the impedance to be higher than 
usual for individual broadband elements, permitting tube amplifier output to be directly coupled to 
the array without complex impedance matching. In simpler terms, the antenna could be operated at 
extremely high voltages, or high-power output, from single or multiple radio transmitters 
electrically isolated and “elevated” from ground. This meant the radio transmitters could run at 
extremely high voltage, producing extremely powerful radio transmissions. Operation on various 
harmonics extended the upper frequency limit beyond 960 MHz when operated on the fifth 
harmonic. 


To better understand elevated grounding, consider that if I have a 5,000-volt alternating current 
supply and want to operate a radio receiver or light bulb designed for 110 volts AC (VAC), I can 
simply elevate the ground, or neutral, so it is 5,000 VAC — 110 VAC = 4,890 VAC. The ground is 
“elevated” to 4,890 VAC above earth ground. The hot side of the line is at 5,000 volts. The neutral 
is at 4,890 volts. The light bulb and radio receiver, when insulated from earth ground, “see” only the 
110 VAC difference. This makes the light bulb and radio receiver chassis electrically hot! You 
would not want to touch the light bulb or radio receiver, as you would be killed from the electrical 
hazard. As the voltage used is increased, so is the danger, along with problems of electrical leakage 
creating corona discharges. 


Older military tube-style radio gear had circuits covered with lacquer or plastic-like material to 
prevent jungle rot in high moisture conditions. It made the electronics difficult to service and repair. 
The lacquer acted as a type of high-voltage insulation. To enable even higher-voltage operation with 


an elevated ground, equipment electronics boards, antenna components, and wiring were dipped in 
a sequence of “liquid glass” or sodium silicate solutions. Sodium silicate was commonly used to dip 
eggs, preserving them for up to two years. The sodium silicate solutions had various compositions, 
which included sugar and various materials that increased the high-voltage insulating properties. A 
series of dips created plywood-like layers with strong high-voltage protection on the electronic 
components and circuit boards. The difficult part was to mask off or protect the variable knobs and 
controls in a manner so they could still be adjusted and yet increase the high-voltage insulation. The 
high-voltage shock hazard meant many of the knobs and controls needed to be adjusted before 
turning on the power. 


The antenna array operated in many ways like a lighthouse or airport beacon light with multiple 
beacons of various colors, each color corresponding to a radio frequency or frequencies. Like an 
airport beacon or lighthouse, the brightness or power output, rotation rate, and direction could be 
altered, and the width or size of the beam could be changed. 


Many radio beams of different frequency rotated at different rates, with some beams remaining 
stationary and other beams simultaneously rotating in a counterclockwise direction. The radio beam 
could be electronically collimated so it would not diverge or spread out over long distances, and it 
thus permitted direct wave front modulation. Using dynamic directional tracking with frequency 
Doppler shift, high-speed orbital satellite and extraterrestrial communications could be maintained 
with several spacecraft of different orbits and radio frequencies. The polymorphic multiprocessor 
computer system effectively permitted the self-sustaining AN-GRD-6 to send and receive radio 
signals at the same time in a mulch-dimensional fashion, simultaneously chopping between bursts 
of transmission and reception on a wide range of frequencies. 


In technical speak: The array consisted of eight elements. Each element could be switched from 
transmit to receive in less than a second. By switching between elements, a transmitted beam could 
be rotated a full 360 degrees. The faster the switching, the faster the beam rotation. Starting out with 
a simple radio carrier wave of 2 MHz, turned on and off every millisecond or one thousandth of a 
second, would pulse modulate the radio beam at 1,000 Hz. If the radio signal were switched 
between the elements in sequence, the rotation rate of the beam or spin rate would be 1,000/8 = 125 
rotations per second. Using a single radio frequency as the spin rate approached the carrier 
frequency, beat notes just like acoustic beat notes would occur due to differences in frequency. The 
added complexity of harmonics, different spin directions, and switch transition time required a 
deep understanding of radio wave behavior. The computer used a mulching algorithm to determine 
optimal switch time, based on frequency rotation, direction, rate and harmonic beat between the 
various radio beams. In doing so, a beam could be rotated in a faked fashion harmonically without 
needing actual electronic switching at high speeds. The radio wave could also be modulated in the 
same fashion. It was known as a mulch-modulated wave (or MMW). Interference wave-forms 
caused by the beating action could effectively collimate the radio signal and magnify or amplify a 
weak received radio signal using an atmospheric hetrodyne process. The process transferred energy 
from a transmitted radio signal to the weaker signal amplifying it. Under proper conditions, the 
radio wave could extract an electrostatic charge from the atmosphere. This additional energy could 
be modulated. 


An intensely high-power radio beam could be used to ionize or break down the insulative properties 
of air, causing it to conduct electrical charges. The ionized air or plasma could be shaped to act as 
an extended array antenna. This “plasma antenna” in effect increased the antenna size. In a 
controlled fashion, energy stored in the earth’s atmosphere was released. This acted as a gigantic 
final amplification stage, producing unimaginable power output. Modulation of the earth’s 
atmosphere in this way generated an insanely powerful radio wave transmission. 


In the insanely high-power mode, radio transmissions were bounced off of the earth’s 
magnetosphere bow or shock wave. A magnetospheric shock wave is created when particles from 
the sun encounter earth’s magnetic field. The magnetospheric curvature creates a gigantic satellite 
dish of sorts and has extreme signal gain. Transmitted signals with proper earth orbital position sent 
deep space transmissions to specific star quadrants. The ionized air could also be used to create an 
artificial radio star wave mirror so that you could receive and send over the horizon, not only 
sending communications but also performing over-the-horizon radar imaging from the same signal! 


Advances in technology gradually faded out AN-GRD-6’s importance, as transistorized equipment 
and satellite communications replaced its purpose. By the late 1970s, the equipment was unused and 
idle, for the most part. 


A small, elite group of military scientists banded together resources and equipment to test then- 
known theories of physics. Using inventive skill with military tube-based equipment, they made a 
great series of improvements and changes. The progress they made was largely undocumented, and 
there is no record of what transpired. I was afforded a brief opportunity to have joined them in a 
most extraordinary exploration that far exceeded the technology they were using. The disrupting 
events that transpired with “Lost Timmy” and “Freddy’s space alien,” technological advancements, 
increasing housing developments, and funding cuts together began bending the area away from 
military ownership. The elite group of scientists working together on the AN-GRD-6 got word that 
the military planned to declare the area as surplus and place it for sale. They were forced to make 
difficult decisions. The “chocolate milk project” had produced unexpected, amazing results with 
worldwide implications. 


At the same time, family life had taken a turn for the worse. I became more distressed with events at 
home. I would soon be moving away from the wooded area I had grown to enjoy and cherish. 


Six elite scientists worked on the “chocolate milk project,” among them a machinist, whose name 
was difficult to pronounce, known as Mister R. It became a sort of playful bit, when asking or 
talking to Mister R, to extend it a bit as “Arrr,” creating pirate jokes in the banter. Mister R had a 
good sense of humor, with everyone eventually roaring in laughter. 


Two more young scientists participated at times: a red-haired tomboy named Susan and myself, 
providing youthful solutions. Susan had the brightest red hair I had ever seen. She was a few years 
older than me. I enjoyed her company exploring about, each of us sharing information about plants 
and animals. She seemed to see things in a tetra-chromatic way, with super color vision, seeing 
things in a four-dimensional way that I could see only in three. 


She was outgoing and not fearful of getting mud on her clothes. At the beginning of each day, she 
was fresh as a daisy, with brightly colored clothes, smelling of flower-scented perfume she had 
extracted from flower petals and made herself. By lunchtime, she would be covered with mud stains 
from playing with frogs, crayfish, snails, salamanders, worms, beetles, and other assorted creatures. 
She loved the magic of life and anything that moved, crawled, or hopped. She would climb an 
occasional tree to get a more elevated view, ever eager to explore. 


Modifications had taken the AN-GRD-6 a gigantic step into the future. Mister R, due to his 
extensive knowledge, was the project lead. He had many interesting theories, and I enjoyed talking 
with him about invisible dark lightning, “whistlers” with magneto-ionic modes, vacuum 
polarization, anapole dark energy containment, molecular self-assembly, space storms and spaghetti 
theory, as he attempted to explain concepts related to traveling dimensions of space-time. 


As R. would say, “Time is very much like a long, continuous strand of spaghetti, meandering back 
and forth, looping backward and forward, winding about and around. At various locations or nodes, 
it makes contact with itself, linking across and changing direction, jumping dimensions, traversing 
space and distance, and altering physical laws. Time itself is an illusion.” 


He continued, “Time is not a constant; it proceeds at a variable rate—like a river sometimes going 
faster or slower and changing directions. Time passes faster and slower—since we normally exist 
within the flow, we perceive no clear difference in rate. Time has speed, direction, and measure. It is 
the reason time travel is possible. In the interval it takes us to perceive a single word, an infinite 
number of events can happen. A clock that is ‘in’ time cannot be used to measure time unless it is 
‘outside’ of time. Time is a human perception used to measure events, and those events change 
depending on ‘where’ you are.” 


He went on to say, “It is not exactly true what I tell you, but it is the simplest way for you to begin 
to understand—a computer cannot subtract or divide numbers; it doesn’t run backward. A computer 
at the machine language level subtracts numbers by adding one to the inverse. In much the same 
way, to go ‘back’ in time, you actually go inverse, ‘forward,’ and add ‘one’—much like the Dirac 
sea, a place-situation in which all negative energy states are occupied except one, creating a hole or 
instanton in the sea: twistor space, a chiral anomaly that exposes part of the ‘paper and pencil’ trick, 
changing the microcode of computer and universe—a black hole with no gravity.” 


I began to understand, in a way, that science could never really be “exact,” only the best 
understanding of reason. 


I asked R, on one occasion, about molecular atomic transformation. R explained that each atom has 
its own identity he called uni-quen. Each atom, although having the same properties, is unique unto 
itself. Each atom is different in a way that cannot be determined. It is not possible to transform a 
place by recreating an object or life-form from locally available atoms. 


We had made fantastic strides in following trails of knowledge, each step taking us into unknown 
realms. Our perceptual observations served as a trail blaze to mark our place. There was still much 
that was not understood, including time-space displacement problems centering on September 2, 
1859. We met near the AN-GRD-6; it was quiet that day, the air a faint breeze now and then. One of 
the group had just arrived back from the main equipment building located just up the road. In her 
hand, she held a computer printout from an AN/UGC-25 printer. She looked at the numbers on the 
printout and stated calmly, “The information shows alteration of the earth’s magnetic field; it does 
not match the core rotational speed offset.” The information had been collected from back wave and 
ground wave radio reflections during insanely high-power deep space transmissions. 


The conversation and debate began among us all: Should we disclose to the world our discoveries 
or disband and each go in our own direction? The decision was based in part on that printout and 
the wisdom we had acquired over a trail of changes, refinements, experiments, and adventures. The 
AN-GRD-6 at this point had undergone extensive changes. Most of the changes were mounted on 
flatbed tractor-trailer units so they could easily be moved. The self-sustaining array now enabled 
forward and backward time dimensional place as we perceive it and time displacement of energy. 
(phased gravity) 


Tremendous energy from the atmosphere in the billions of terawatts could be extracted and used in 
various ways. Energy needed to enter different realities existing in the same area of space as our 
own present reality—energy that could be transformed into stable atoms and used to build items and 
objects. It was possible to manipulate properties of materials by changing the distance between 
atoms, causing objects to change size and have unusual characteristics. At low power, it could be 


used to alter mental thought patterns and generate images, sounds, and touch sensations directly in 
neural connections inside the brain—a mental image projector. Careful control of frequency, power, 
and modulation created sounds and voices that could be projected from a distance. It was possible 
to display in human sensory terms the memories of all events in space-time. It could regenerate 
living tissue by some type of multidimensional quantum transfer that was not understood. Objects at 
a distance could be manipulated; in a sense, objects from a distance could be moved or motion 
created within. In our current reality, objects could be “probed” to find elemental constructions. 


The original purpose of radio direction-finding had been vastly improved upon. 


Our small group had so much to offer: the technology could solve a great number of problems and 
perhaps help explore space and the universe. The information on that simple piece of computer 
printout paper was damming evidence, the numbers on the page a sign of a problem greater than all 
life on the planet. 


Life on the planet depends on one simple thing, and it is not sunlight, water, or air. Life on planet 
Earth is dependent on its magnetic field, which, as well as a protective ozone layer, maintains 
conditions favorable to life. Without the magnetic field that projects outward from the polar regions, 
solar particles from the sun would strip away the atmosphere and water from the planet. The reason 
Earth-type life-forms are not present on Mars is that Mars has no magnetic shield. The earth’s 
magnetic field wanders about over time, and it reverses polarity. The numbers on the printout were 
showing a weakening effect of the field that we could not fully account for, causing scientific 
concerns about our activities. As best we could decide, continued use of the modified AN-GRD-6 
would severely weaken the magnetic environment over time. There were deep concerns in looking 
at human environmental destruction from the past, the Egyptian desert, Easter Island, and, more 
recently, unrelenting depletion of resources due to population expansion. 


Among the group were other considerations: the self-sustaining action created invisible or dark 
energy bands in circular patterns about the array. The dark energy pattern visible, as it affected plant 
life and growth patterns. The energy band area was used to “spin up” or store a great deal of energy 
that was needed for interdimensional transfers. The energy could safely be stored long after the 
excitation power was removed, acting like a charged battery. The energy only “spun down” or 
discharged during array operation. 


NOTE: To check symmetry of the energy band, deep trenches were dug into the ground, removing 
earth in a series of patterns, to check the “rotational spin balance” much as you would place wheel 
weights on a tire. The trenches were not dug to drain the area; the self-sustaining array could work 
when flooded under water. 


Others in the group had concerns over its potential misuse, such as using it to manipulate weather 
patterns, move the upper ionosphere, change radio reception areas, or alter the protective 
atmospheric layer against gamma radiation, using it as a weapon for destruction in each instance. 


The decision was difficult among the eight of us there near the swampy field with the modified AN- 
GRD-6. The conversations lasted long into the day about what should be done and the reasons. 
Sunlit shadows were cast from eight antenna elements, slowly moving across the ground like a 
gigantic, complex spider sundial. Just when it seemed like the shadow “spider” was about to fade 
from an approaching thunderstorm, we each cast a vote. 


“Civilizations rise and fall. Countries win, lose, and fight wars. Someday we will live among the 
stars if we can evolve away from our social problems,” I said just before casting my vote. 


Eight people standing in a field of wonder, we all made a choice that day, deciding in agreement 
that we would not be the ones to promote planetary destruction by our actions. We would disband 
and let nature and humanity make its own choice. The achievements, adventures, and wonders 
would become memories for us. 


Before we disbanded, we decided to “spin up” the energy in one last experiment; the secondary 
array, which we did not use often, was also charged, to see how long they would remain charged, in 
case we each decided to travel interdimensionally one last time. A black-and-white NASA photo 
taken in 1988 can be seen on Google Earth, revealing the size of the energy bands, almost twenty 
years later, still holding energy. 


The AN-GRD-6 was folded into a different dimensional space, creating a duplicate unit. 
Modifications were removed, and then we disbanded. Not all scientific discoveries that are made 
are known to the world. I walked back through the woods and, after the science fair, would come to 
discover my future as it unfolded. 


Bing Al visual representation of atmospheric electrical charge in an atmospheric vortex. 


SCIENCE FAIR 


I had lost the ghost rockoon when it collided with Freddy’s model airplane but still had two other 
science fair projects in progress. The first project consisted of four hundred-watt incandescent light 
bulbs wired in a series with wiretaps at each bulb connection. When connected to an AC wall outlet, 
the wired series of light bulbs acted as a resistor voltage divider network, reducing the 110 VAC to 
about 24 VAC, the same voltage used by a doorbell, saving the cost of a voltage step-down 
transformer. By using various bulb wattages, you could change the output voltage at the various 
taps and could calculate it using Ohm’s law and a power equation where P in watts = E in volts x I 
in current. Instead of using batteries to power my various experiment projects, I could use the 
device to produce a low-voltage AC. 


I did not have much in the way of funds for the project, so I asked a telephone repair guy working at 
a phone junction for some phone wire. I explained my science fair project. He handed me a roll of 
telephone wire that he had determined was mostly consumed and would be thrown out anyway. 


I mounted my science fair project on a small piece of plywood; the light sockets cost me twenty- 
five cents each, and the light bulbs I garnered from the hall closet. In the process, I broke one of the 
light sockets. I had an old electric hand mixer motor on hand, rated at 100 watts, that had a 
commutator and could run on AC or DC voltage. It had a three-speed selector for high, medium, 
and low. I substituted it in place of the broken light socket. The mixer substitution worked fine, 
except it sounded like I was mixing cake batter. Normally in a resistive load voltage divider, there is 
no phase distortion. The mixer shifted the power factor due to its inductive windings, causing the 
voltage to lead the current. This made it interesting to use for attached low-voltage AC projects, as I 
could shift not only the voltage but also the phase by using the speed selector on the mixer. 


I could not afford fancy wire terminal connectors, so instead I used square concrete nails, from the 
hardware nail jars kept in the basement, to make wiring connection points. In the process, I 
discovered I did not need to remove insulation from the phone wire; I could just wrap the insulated 
wire on the square nail connection point, and the corners of the square nail would cut into the phone 
wire insulation and make contact with the copper wire, making an electrical connection point. 


I wrote up my project and positioned a simple poster behind it. At the fair, I remained at my show 
area explaining and demonstrating how it worked. Many visitors never asked any questions and 
may have thought it a simple display of various light bulbs. 


A telephone worker came by and was astounded by my project. He looked again and again, trying 
to figure out how my electrical circuits were working with insulated wire. I explained to him that 
the corners of the square concrete nails bit or cut into the wires’ insulation wrapped by hand about 
the nail contact post. A while later, a wire wrap tool was developed, and the phone company began 
using wire wrap to make wiring connections. When I heard about wire wrap, I was neither 
disapproving nor disappointed. I had simply returned the favor of the telephone employee who had 
given me some spare phone wire. 


HYPER-VELOCITY TAPE RECORDER 


The second project, which was not entered in the science fair, used a hyper-velocity, reel-to-reel 
tape recorder that was obtained from the Central Intelligence Agency. At the time, I did not know 
the recorder had come from them. Classified computer data tapes that had been erased, a military L- 
shaped flashlight, and a resistive-type photocell detector took me along a path toward a new device 
I had not anticipated: a flashlight phone. 


I did not have funds for recording tape. The computer data tapes were on massive plastic reels and 
were too wide to use on the tape recorder. The computer tapes were placed on an improvised jig 
made by some friends. The jig used a sharp razor blade to cut the computer tapes to the correct 
width, winding the cut magnetic tape upon plastic reels that fit the tape recorder. 


I set about recording and experimenting; at first, the project was to record bird sounds and then play 
them back at extremely slow speeds. I wanted to build a “bird-i-cator,” a device with five push- 
button switches, which could be pressed in various combinations to act as a one-handed typewriter 
keyboard, producing various bird chirp sounds. The bird-i-cator, in Daniel Boone fashion, would let 
you communicate in secret using bird sounds over short distances in the woods. The problem was 
trying to auto cue and play back a specific bird chirp for each letter of the alphabet. I had no 
concern of decoding. With a little training, a person could learn twenty-six different bird sounds. 


Next, I recorded radio broadcasts, adding sound echoes at various speeds and generally messing 
about, trying to discover something new and unknown. At a point of boredom, I connected the 
military flashlight, which I did not have batteries to run, to the speaker output of the tape recorder. 
As I played the previously recorded tapes of bird sounds at slow speed, I noted the pulsations of 
light from the flashlight bulb. I realized that the light’s brightness, or amplitude, was a visible 
pattern of sound. Next, I connected the photocell to the audio amplifier section of a nine-volt 
transistor radio. It was a bit distorted due to the loss of the high frequencies, but I could make out 
the birds-chirping sounds. 


I got to thinking of making a flashlight phone, a device for talking on a beam of light. I messed 
about a bit and modified the flashlight, putting a telephone carbon microphone in series with the 
flashlight bulb, then obtained some flashlight batteries, making a portable voice-modulated 
flashlight phone. The audio was a bit distorted but understandable, and it worked for short ranges in 
the dark. 


I demonstrated the flashlight phone equipment to a neighbor, who was in the military. I then left the 
device with him, explaining that the military flashlight was found in the woods, and I was returning 
it to the military with some improvements. 


The CIA tape recorder I used for some time afterward in a range of experiments. It then sat around 
for a long time and was not used and simply vanished without a trace (a.k.a. found its way back to 
the CIA). In today’s world of LED flashlights and digital technology, encrypted high-speed data and 
encrypted voice via flashlight satellite phone is more reliable. You simply aim the flashlight or 
“stellation-flash” at a star constellation and start talking. Bird-i-cator now uses digital signal 
processing, with memory storage for the various bird chirp sounds encrypted in birdlike manner: a 
“chirpier” waiting for its time to be needed in an obscure government storage facility. 


I did not win or even place at the science fair that year. First place prize was awarded to a student 
with pictures and information about astronauts. I was like many of the disappointed students who 
had submitted scientific projects. 


A PLACE WHERE NO ONE GOES 


The story at this point becomes grim, due to the graphic nature and events described, and 
includes information that may be disturbing. Bad things happen at times for many people, 
but understanding the root causation can ease the pain. 


If you desire happy endings, please jump to page 171, “New School,” and continue reading. 


There are a few things I need to reveal so that the story has full closure, as gruesome as it may be. 
After the science fair, things started to fall apart at home with family life and my adventures in the 
woods. I lost the joy in experimentation, and my learning and was shunted by a series of awful 
events. 

Sparky was a smart dog; I have many good memories of my activities and joyous times with him. 
Sparky, while a smart dog, loved to chase cars; I was never able to train him or break him of the 
habit. One day while being chased, a car ran over his tail and removed much of the fleshy tissue, 
exposing his tailbone. 


About the same time, my parents, due to financial stress, began intense verbal arguments that lasted 
well into the night, making it difficult to sleep, in addition to creating a sense of uncertainty and 
stress that no child should ever have to experience. In addition to myself, there was a younger 
brother, a sister, and a very young brother, bringing the total family count to six at that time. Before 
my parents were married, my mom was from a very poor household and was subjected to abuse; my 
dad never finished high school, had an active mind with a reading dyslexia of some type, and was 
placed in a back corner of the classroom. When the two got married, my father could barely read 
and was severely under-educated. 


He was a very diligent and hard worker, worked well beyond the typical eight-hour workday in 
completing job tasks, and produced excellent results for his employer. Overtime was not 
uncommon, and try as he might, his supervisor never granted him a wage to match his 
craftsmanship. To change jobs is difficult or impossible when your finances are so low. At times 
there was barely enough to eat in the house, and the electric power was turned off on occasion for 
failure to make the bill payments. My parents decided it was better to have food than electricity. 
There was little money for dog food; Sparky was fed on whatever table scraps we could muster and 
scrounge from neighbors. 


When Sparky’s tail was injured by the car tire, it meant more cost in taking the dog to the 
veterinarian to have it mended. It was money we did not have as a family. My dad was very 
stressed, and an introduction to adult reality was decided for me. If I wanted to keep the dog, I 
would have to cut off the remaining bone and cauterize the wound. I had no chemicals in my 
chemistry set to relieve the dog’s pain. I did not have the knowledge or skills of a doctor or surgeon. 
I knew that it would be very painful for the animal, but it was this or having the dog destroyed. 


The blade was removed from the lawnmower. I sharpened it to razor sharpness using a hand grinder. 
It was hard for me to see, as my eyes were filled with tears of sadness. I cleaned it over and over 
with a metal wool pad, sharpened it again, and then sterilized it with alcohol. Sparky was brought 
indoors to the basement; the belt from my own pants was used to muzzle his mouth. 


My dad stood by to ensure I completed the task to his satisfaction. If I failed to complete the task, I 
would be severely beaten. He was very cruel at times, taking out on his children during these 
beatings his job stress, financial frustrations, and abuses from his childhood. Such things were 
common at the time for a great many. 

The lawnmower blade was heated using a propane torch to as hot as I could make it, very bright 
red, almost white. The torch was almost out of propane fuel; there would be no second attempt. 
Sparky was secured as best as possible from movement. A thick board was placed under his tail. 
With as much force as much as I could muster, I made a quick downward cut on the exposed 
tailbone and flesh. Sparky convulsed in pain, but the tailbone had been severed. 


The smell of burnt flesh was overwhelmingly awful. The dog lost control of its body functions in 
the process and was in a great deal of pain. I was in shock and felt weak. It was difficult for the dog 
to breath by his nose, as it was still muzzled. I had missed the precise spot that I had wanted to cut, 
but the wound was cauterized and was not bleeding. After a short while, I took Sparky outside, and, 
a bit fearful, removed the muzzle. Sparky harbored no ill will toward me; he weakly licked my hand 
once, then lay upon a clean, dry mat that was placed upon the ground. I was never the same, my 
childhood joy—gone. 


Sparky did not seem to be healing properly and was taken to a generous veterinarian who dressed 
the wound at little cost. Sparky was a bit different-looking without his tail; he gradually became 
more energetic and never chased cars again. 


The family problems were not so easily resolved and only progressed and became worse week by 
week. My mom started working to bring in more income, but it was insufficient to match the ever- 
increasing living costs. The discord became almost routine during the late evening hours and 
progressed from verbal arguments to objects and items about the house being thrown and/or 
destroyed in ever-increasing frequency. 


After baseball practice a few months later, | came home and discovered that Sparky was gone, 
along with his chain. My dad lied to me and told me Sparky had broken free of his chain and run 
away. I was suspicious, and I knew that while the dog would break free on occasion, there would be 
a partial chain attached to the run at the point where it had been broken. While looking for clues 
about the truth, the next-door neighbor, a strong, heavyset person with muscular arms, came out and 
beckoned me over to chat. 


He started out very simply: “You know, of course,” a slight pause, “your dad shot him.” 
I was stunned, and, before I could say anything, he walked back into his house and closed the door. 


I was cautious, yet fearful, angry, confused, and sad all at the same time, asking myself why he 
would do such a thing. Would I be killed if I confronted my dad about the lie? Was the neighbor 


lying? Not likely, I thought to myself—he had no reason. Had my dad become demented from the 
stress and arguments? 


I was a bit fearful, but my anger was increasing as I returned inside the house to face him with the 
lie. I confronted him angrily but left the front door open if I needed to flee. I tried quickly to assess 
his demeanor. I started, “You lied to me. The neighbor says you shot and killed Sparky!” 


His first response was, “He had rabies. He was foaming and bleeding at the mouth.” 


I countered, “He had rabies shots”—they were free, and given at the local fire department at the 
time—“so there was no way he had rabies! Unless the vaccination shots were bad!” My dad 
remained silent and expressionless. Then I became very calm with reason and insight, 
understanding what had happened. “It’s all right,” I said in a neutral tone of inflection. “I know 
what happened.” My dad seemed puzzled. It was a misunderstanding based on observation, much 
like the woman in the car seeing the gigantic bubble gum bubble that was simply a weather balloon. 
Except in this case the outcome produced a deadly result. 


I started out slowly explaining that Sparky loved the sweet taste of maple. There was a maple tree 
next to his doghouse. On occasion, Sparky would break off a lower branch and chew the bark off it, 
much like chewing on a bone. As he broke of the lower branches of the tree, he began standing on 
the roof of his doghouse to reach ever-higher branches. Sometimes small green tree branches would 
become wedged in his upper jaw, with a bow-like tension, between the rows of teeth. 


The effect of a wedged tree stick or branch would cause a slight foaming from saliva, as if he were 
eating dog food. When I noticed this, I would carefully use my hands to open his mouth and use my 
fingers, or another stick if it was wedged tightly, to remove the twig. I figured at some point I would 
not have to worry about his maple-tree-eating, as Sparky would not be able to reach the branches to 
munch on. 


My dad at this point had deep regret and remorse from his actions. A misunderstanding of an 
observation, and in addition to other horrible memories from his past, he had added another, one of 
dragging a dog on a chain to a deep hole in the ground, where he set off a string of firecrackers to 
cover the deed with a shotgun blast; a dog yelping in intense agony, which caused the neighbor to 
come out from his house; and yet another shotgun blast to finish the task, an auditory and visual 
memory filled with gore and dog parts. 


It is possible that Sparky had tooth decay, or some type of infection in his mouth, that caused the 
bleeding. After the “tail amputation,” I knew that he would not live forever, and it became a 
hardship at the price of what we had to eat in exchange for his companionship. He was gone now. 
Sparky, I hoped, was in a better place than we had to offer. That is how it ended for Sparky. 


The discord in the family only increased. My dad sought help from a doctor and was on medication 
to help stay calm under an increasing level of stress. The behavior of my mom had become 
increasingly erratic. After several years of fighting and arguments, my parents decided to part ways 
and get a divorce. I moved again, this time to live with my mother, to a more affordable home 
several miles away. 
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I was older at this point and just starting my high school years. There were lots of activities at 
school. I want to give you a quick overview to set the tone. The energy crisis had happened, 
creating long gas lines at gas pumps; there were protest marches for peace against the Vietnam War. 
An experiment in daylight saving time meant school started when it was still dark outside. A student 
streaker with a brown paper bag on his head rode past the school on his bicycle at lunchtime with 
crazed girls chasing after him. Day-to-day classroom instruction seemed boring. At some point, a 
protest rally by the students started in the main front lobby, and students skipped regular classes to 
attend. During the rally some of the speakers stood on a long folding table which was acting like an 
elevated stage until it collapsed from the weight injuring students standing on top. 


School administrators, in response to the protest, relented and tried an experiment to appease the 


students: a new curriculum with a no-walls type of instruction, a futuristic project called 

Students Exploring Enhanced Knowledge (or SEEK) to the best of my recollection. The project 
emblem had an iconic eyeball, much like the all-seeing eye on a US one-dollar bill. In short, you 
were presented with a schedule of classes, and then you chose the classes based on what you wanted 
to learn. A computer processed the schedules and issued each student a batch of colored punch 
cards, one for each class. The punch card was to make sure of your attendance, as administration 
and teachers were concerned many students would skip out from class. The colored punch card was 
your ticket to attend the class or event. 


Course selection included transcendental meditation; film production; aikido; a strange martial art 
that used basketballs, golf clubs, and a boomerang to disable your opponent; atlatl use; philosophy 
of Tao Tzu; horse saddle and leather working; intro to Hindu rituals; slipstick mathematics; 
archaeology, with an actual site dig on Fort Belvoir; ASR33 programming; microbiology in the 
kitchen; forensic science; mechanical wristwatch repair; shoe design; gumball machine repair; fly 
tying; and a great many of other topics. 


In addition to the classes, impromptu student rock bands played in the cafeteria during lunch breaks, 
and films ran continuously in the auditorium, with titles ranging from Yellow Submarine with the 
Beatles to Living in an Atomic Age. The football team was seen playing football on horseback and 
practicing judo and ballet. There were presentations and lectures from forest fire management and 
civil rights to life in New Zealand. Guest speakers from NASA talked about space travel. Black and 
white supremacists had heated debates and arguments, while political activists debated across party 
lines. There were presentations by artists, acrobats, zoo managers, and car mechanics. There was a 
student-written theatrical play presentation about life in the future, a presentation at the National 
Theater, and classical music at a nearby concert hall. 


There were field trips to anywhere nearby and the nation’s capital, Washington, DC: the Library of 
Congress, the White House, the National Cathedral, planetariums, the Smithsonian Institution, 
Ford’s Theater, the Naval Observatory, the Capital Building, the National Archives, the National 
Gallery of Art, the FBI, the Washington monument, the National Zoo, the Lincoln monument, the 
Bureau of Printing and Engraving (where they print money and stamps), Mount Vernon, the 
National Arboretum, and more—an unimaginable list of locations. About nine o’clock in the 
morning, school buses would begin lining up at the bus point for field trips, which would back up 
traffic for blocks, needing police traffic control! 


Administrators and teachers did not foresee what would happen next. Project SEEK was an 
overwhelming success. Those computer punch cards were like golden tickets; kids were trading 
them to attend classes and events with great appeal and paying their lunch money for them, with 
auctions for the highest bid. Others took the punch cards, watered them in the drinking fountains, 
and then dried them between book pages, making the holes smaller and unreadable by the computer 
system. Others erased the faint ink printing on the cards. Students swamped popular classes and 
events. Classes designed for thirty students had over two hundred students trying to attend. Popular 
classes were forced to move to larger rooms. Teachers found out with disappointment that some 
classes had no appeal at all, with zero students showing up for them. 


Attendance went up over 100 percent because students from other nearby high schools including, 
Mt Vernon, Fort Hunt, Hayfield and Edison High were skipping classes to drive over, with pirated 
punch cards, to attend classes at the school! 


Recent “dropouts” returned to attend school upon learning of the activities with guest speakers and 
top instructors. Colleges and Universities learning about the project taking interest as it progressed, 
sent over recruiters. 


The school cafeteria menu changed to include international food such as chocolate-covered roasted 
insects of various types, chicken feet, and space food snacks: an unreal assortment. At lunchtime, 
the cafeteria was packed with hungry students; if you found a tray to get your lunch, you were 
lucky! 


It was, in the words of the time, “Far out and space orbital!” Students from other schools crammed 
the parking lots in the mornings before teachers even came to work. The principle had trouble 
finding a place to park his car! The SEEK project was an unbelievable success! 


It lasted for only a short time—wow! I can tell you many students had a mind expansion of 
unbelievable magnitude, and when the project ended, there were no more student protests. 


I want to focus now on my perspective of events and how things progressed at the beginning of 
Huntley Meadows Park. 


My Experience with the Recycling Club 


When I was in high school, I joined a club called Groveton Action to Stop Pollution (G.A.S.P.) 
focused on recycling and environmental preservation. There were ten club members: seven girls and 
three boys. I found several of the girls in the club attractive, and I used the opportunity to learn 
more about them and their interests. 


The club's coordinator was an elderly woman with an English accent. I had difficulty pronouncing 
her name, so I called her "Lady English." Lady English was very knowledgeable about 
environmental issues and active in political processes. She also had a theatrical background. She 
once recited a few lines from an English play using authentic words and pronunciation from the 
1700s to show us how it sounded. For a moment, I felt like I was transported to a different time. 


One weekend a month, the club met near a berm support wall next to a small section of paved road 
leading to the cafeteria loading dock. A rental truck was parked in the area, along with sorting tables 
and metal barrels for glass recycling. People who wanted to recycle would bring newspapers, and 
we would clean and sort glass bottles, aluminum metal cans, and plastic items. Glass bottles would 


be sorted by color and placed in the barrels. The glass was then reduced manually using a 
sledgehammer. A club member wearing goggles and protective gear would break the bottles. At the 
end of the monthly drive, the items would be loaded on the truck and taken to a salvage center for 
recycling. 


I enjoyed my time in the recycling club. I learned a lot about environmental issues, and I made 
some new friends. I also felt good knowing that I was helping to make a difference in the world. 


The End of the Recycling Club 


After a few months, community interest in the recycling club faded. The salvage center could no 
longer find manufacturers willing to buy many of the recycled materials. The cost of transportation 
was a big consideration in recycling glass, and the club was unable to generate enough funds to 
keep the project operating. Over time, only a few people remained. 


One day, Lady English asked to speak with me privately. She told me that the club was failing, and 
that her school contract had not been renewed. In a few months, school would end for summer 
break. She also told me that she had heard through her political social circle that the military was 
going to make available a parcel of land nearby. As she described the location, I recognized it as the 
Wooded area Of Wonder, or WOW! 


I immediately became very interested. We talked for a long time about the possibility of creating a 
park on the land. We discussed the challenges and the potential benefits. We also talked about how 
we could get the community involved. 


We knew it would be a lot of work, but we were determined to make it happen. We had a dream, 
and we were going to make it a reality. 


The County Board Meeting 


Lady English explained that the sale of the land had not been widely advertised. She was concerned 
that people with deep pockets or a large company would buy the land. She did not have enough 
time to garner enough public interest to secure funds before the sale. However, she knew of a 
county board meeting in a few days and thought that comments from high school students might be 
effective in convincing the board to explore an option to buy the land and make it a park. I agreed. 


We held a brief but concise meeting with the remaining club members, and we all decided to attend 
the board meeting and bring the issue to their attention. On the night of the meeting, I got lost along 
the way. I then had car difficulties. As the minutes ticked past, I became more and more anxious. I 
finally found the meeting building and room. 


Speaking Out 


I arrived late to the meeting room and entered as quietly as possible, but I still stumbled over a 
folding chair, making a noisy racket. I could imagine what I must have looked like to the other 
people in the audience: a crazed wild teen from the woods covered with bits of dried mud, with my 
shirt a bit torn and wrinkled. A scruffy, disheveled teenager, my hair a mess from crawing under the 
car which had broken down on the roadside earlier. 


I saw three other club members sitting near the front, so I found a seat and listened to the 
proceedings. The meeting was already winding down, and I was worried that we had missed our 
chance to speak. 


The board chair then asked if there were any agenda items or comments from the public. I raised 
my hand and asked for permission to speak. Then, I took a deep breath and began to speak, a bit 
nervously at first, but then with more confidence. 


I introduced myself and explained why we were there. I talked about the importance of having a 
park in our community, and I urged the board to consider our proposal for a military parcel that 
would soon be made available. I told them about the many benefits a park would provide, such as a 
place for kids to play, a place for people to exercise, and a place for the community to come 
together. I talked about the benefits that it would provide for children, families, and the elderly. I 
talked about the beauty of the land and the potential for it to be a place of recreation and enjoyment. 


After I spoke, three other club members spoke in support of the proposal to turn the parcel of land 
into an ecological park. They spoke of the importance of protecting our natural ecosystems, and of 
the many benefits that an ecological park would bring to the community. They said that it would be 
a place for people to connect with nature, to learn about the environment, and to enjoy the beauty of 
the outdoors. They argued that it would be a much more sustainable and beneficial use of the land 
than shopping centers and businesses. 


The board members listened attentively to each of us. At the end of the meeting, they thanked us for 
our input and said that they would take our proposal under consideration. 


I left the meeting feeling hopeful. I knew that we had a long way to go, but I was confident that we 
could make a difference. 


Weeks passed by; conversing with Lady English, I was informed the board decided to act and 
acquire the military land parcel. She asked me several questions. The first question: how much 
should the board spend to acquire the property? I answered one dollar, explaining further that it was 
not the amount that was important. One dollar is symbolic in meaning. In earlier times, a dollar was 
very difficult to earn and required hard work. Even the value of one had symbolic meaning. Number 
one is tops; it is the best you can do. There is no better. 


Agreements of old were secured with a dollar and a handshake as evidenced by the property 
transaction for Woodlawn Elementary School in 1869. 


The dollar also has the numeral 1 printed in each corner on both sides of the bill, for a total of eight 
times. The numeral 1 is a reminder of each monopole element. On the front to each side of 
Washington’s portrait are eight leaves, the lower left leaf showing direction from Mt. Vernon and 
the four berries indicating the distance. 


Earlier during the chocolate milk project, I walked toward the portal with my hand extended. 
Hidden from a view, I want you to understand; in my hand was a crisp one-dollar bill between my 
finger and thumb. (At my age, difficult not to spend.) My thumb on the eagle, my finger on the 
circular black seal. 


I used the dollar as a tool to check the doorway between elements 7 and 8 and to check the “portal.” 
(( never fully trusted the experimental equipment.) 


United States currency is printed in an exacting process using special ink with specific emblems and 
patterns. A one-dollar bill would warm from inductive heating, and would bend near intense field 
lines, revealing dangerous magnetic abnormalities. A handy safety tool to save your life, which you 
could not “buy.” I always tried to have a spare, or second, one-dollar bill as a replacement should 


the first become damaged. I never told Lady English the tool aspect. I did not want to explain the 
full reason; she might not have understood my meaning of “a dollar can save your life.” 


As I remember, the next question was: if the park was established, and I was to pick a day of the 
week it would be closed to support upkeep, what day would I choose? I thought a bit; my reply was 
Tuesday. She asked me to explain why I chose Tuesday. To be useful, a park is a place people will 
want to visit on their days off from work, I began explaining. Those days are Saturday and Sunday. 
There was talk of moving celebrated holidays to Mondays, permitting people to enjoy a three-day 
weekend instead of having one day of holiday in the middle of the week. After three busy days of 
use, the park would need attention, the best day being Tuesday. 


The conversation continued with other questions of use and possible concerns. I told her briefly of 
some things I was aware of. She explained some worries caused by past military history. I assured 
her the area was safe and would make a good place to picnic, enjoy wildlife, or install a nice 
baseball field. I made recommendations against camping and outdoor fires, as people living in 
nearby neighborhoods would likely complain about smoke. I told her at night it was easy to get hurt 
from stumbling into tree branches and such, and near evening, it got darker in the woods before 
sunset. At the end of our conversation, I gave Lady English my word of assurance that I was 
positive the area was as safe as woods could be and that I would check now and then just to be sure. 


After the end of the school year, Lady English departed. I did not keep up contact with her. It was 
the last conversation I had with her. The rest, as they say, is history. A great number of fantastic 
people and events came together with the gracefulness of Lady English’s persona, and Huntley 
Meadows Park was realized. The best-kept secret is the one everyone knows about! 


For a long while, the AN-GRD-6 was forgotten. SM-1 was dismantled, and stored energy in the 
array gradually, like a spinning swirl of chocolate milk, seemed to dissipate for those of untrained 
mind and eyes. 


Like many authors | have not written under my real name but a name based on a very special coin 
--- one side Russian, the other side German --- which we called the Ivan-Mark. The Ivan-Mark was 
tossed on occasion when the eight of us could not come to agreement. The Ivan/Mark a real coin 
was Offered to me as a keepsake upon my departure from the adventurous group. I turned down the 
offer, having no proper use for it. 


The tide and waves of events take all of us down different paths, and it was with the thrill of 
adventure that I left, and moved with my mom and siblings to Libby, Montana to finish out one 
final class needed for my high school diploma. While I was no longer in Fairfax, Virginia, the 
events continued to progress thusly. The park came into being, the new park manager surveying his 
new task of turning an unmanaged area into something more beneficial. 


His task was not an easy one, the few remaining buildings left by the military had been spray 
painted with obscene paintings and words. Wild and stray dogs abandoned by their owners roamed 
in vicious hungry packs. Numerous dirt paths cut this way and that created by motor bike riders and 
off road vehicles. Trash and illegal dumping littered about. Ramshackle constructions affording 
shelter to drug abusers were present along with other illegal activities. His persistence along with 
steady progressions slowly moved the landscape into one of more prudent enjoyment. The 
construction of a boardwalk which passes inside the “grid” of the array permits easy walking and 
observation. When you walk quietly along this trail, you may find wonder far beyond what you can 
begin to imagine. The ever expansion of suburban turmoil with its roads were fought against in a 
battle lasting years driven by Norma Hoffman and others. Fighting to stop the construction of roads 
detrimental to wildlife. A hard won battle against the ever expanding stream roller of progress 


crushing everything in its path. A beaver arrived and indicated a course of action after creating an 
environment which favored the existence of animals. After years of meetings to reach consensus on 
the precise manner of recreating a sustainable system; was reached and concluded by March 2014. 
The wetland restoration project was constructed at a total cost of three million dollars which was 
funded by bonds and grants. The best kept secret as best can be revealed is that it is also designed to 
function as a large telluric generating system which takes advantage of microbes in the soil 
including shewanella putrefaciens, aeromonas hydrophila, geobacteraceae to generate huge 
electrical currents in the carbonaceous layers of soil. The little beasties seem very happy, and at 
times become very active creating surge currents in sync with atmospheric electrical activity. Like 
the ocean waves which light up with photo active microbes when conditions are just right. 
However, much still remains to be learned. 


The high school in Libby, where I enrolled for one final class that had yet to be completed, was 
small in comparison to the high schools located in the densely populated areas of Fairfax, Virginia. I 
had moved there with my family during the summer months, so I went unnoticed by others who 
were Starting a fresh new year in the fall. Libby was much smaller in population than I had 
expected. When I turned on the radio, I thought it was broken at first. I tuned the FM dial but heard 
no stations. I then switched the receiver to the AM selection and found only one station, which went 
off the air at 6pm nightly until roughly 7am the next morning, playing a mix of musical selections. 
The town had two stoplights, one at each end of the town, with a population of about 2,500 people. 
Much to my delight, it had several television stations that were rebroadcast or repeated from 
Spokane, Washington. It was a remote mountain town with a primary industry of lumbering. During 
lunch hour, a horn sounded which could be heard over most of the town. Near the town was a 
mining operation operated by W.R. Grace which pulled Zonolite, used in making vermiculite, from 
the ground. 


Vermiculite is a naturally occurring mineral that is created by heating hydrated magnesium- 
aluminum-silicate. When heated, the mineral expands and becomes lightweight and porous, making 
it a valuable material for a variety of applications, including insulation, potting soil, and 
fireproofing. 


Unfortunately, vermiculite can also be contaminated with asbestos, a group of naturally occurring 
minerals that can be harmful to human health. Asbestos fibers are thin and long, and when they are 
inhaled, they can get stuck in the lungs and cause a variety of health problems, including asbestosis, 
lung cancer, and mesothelioma. 


The Libby, Montana vermiculite mine was one of the largest sources of asbestos-contaminated 
vermiculite in the United States. The mine operated from 1923 to 1992, and during that time, 
asbestos-contaminated vermiculite was shipped all over the country and used in a variety of 
products, including insulation, potting soil, and fireproofing. As a result, thousands of people were 
exposed to asbestos from the Libby mine, and many of them have developed serious health 
problems as a result. 


The dangers of asbestos are well-known, and yet it is still a problem today. Asbestos is still present 
in some older homes and buildings, and it can also be found in some imported products. If you think 
you may have been exposed to asbestos, it is important to see a doctor right away. Early diagnosis 
and treatment can help to prevent serious health problems. 


Here are some additional things to know about asbestos: 


*Asbestos is a known carcinogen, meaning that it can cause cancer. 

*Asbestos fibers can be inhaled or ingested, and they can cause health problems even if they are 
only present in small amounts. 

There is no safe level of exposure to asbestos. 

*Once asbestos fibers are inhaled or ingested, they can stay in the body for years and cause health 
problems later in life. 

There is no cure for asbestos-related diseases, but early diagnosis and treatment can help to 
improve the quality of life for people who are affected. 


Asbestos is a naturally occurring mineral that has been used for thousands of years. It was first used 
in ancient Egypt, where it was woven into cloth to make fire-resistant clothing. Asbestos was also 
used in ancient Greece and Rome, where it was used to make roofing tiles and other building 
materials. The fibers of asbestos woven into heat resistant cloth was done by slaves almost 2,500 
years ago. However due to it's extremely small size of 22 nanometers that is to say smaller than a 
biological cell. It can create damage to replicating DNA in a manner causing damage and cancers. 


In the 19th century, asbestos became increasingly popular as a building material. It was used in a 
variety of products, including insulation, fireproofing, and brake pads. Asbestos was also used in the 
manufacturing of many household products, such as oven mitts and ironing boards. 

The use of asbestos continued to grow throughout the 20th century. However, in the 1970s, 
scientists began to learn more about the health risks associated with asbestos exposure. Asbestos 
fibers can be inhaled or ingested, and they can cause a variety of health problems, including 
asbestosis, lung cancer, and mesothelioma. There is about 11 square miles of NOA (Naturally 
Occurring Asbestos) areas in Fairfax county with greenstone soils (bluish green soil), however these 
mapped deposits are closer to the City of Fairfax and do not appear near Huntley Meadows or 
Richmond Highway (RT1). 


As a result of the health risks, the use of asbestos has been banned in many countries. In the United 
States, the Environmental Protection Agency (EPA) banned the use of asbestos in 1978. However, 
asbestos is still present in many older homes and buildings. 


Today in 2023 health risks have increased from nano plastics less than 100nm in size which can 
permeate cell membranes causing damage to human cells and can be commonly found in food and 
human blood samples. Nano and micro plastics cause disruption to photosynthetic functioning in 
plants and aquatic organisms. There currently are no recommended safety standards for meat or 
vegetables consumed as food. Despite the health risks the use of such plastics has not been banned. 


Nanoplastic More Info: 


Nanoplastics are small plastic particles that are less than 5 micrometers in size. They can be found 
in a variety of products, including cosmetics, personal care products, food packaging, and clothing. 
Nanoplastics can also be produced when larger plastic items break down over time. There is 
concern about the potential health risks of nanoplastics. Studies have shown that nanoplastics can 
be harmful to human health, research is needed to understand the full extent of the risks. 
Nanoplastics can be easily absorbed by the body. Once they are inside the body, nanoplastics can 
accumulate in tissues and organs, where they cause damage. Nanoplastics interfere with the body's 
natural systems. They disrupt the immune system, the endocrine system, and the reproductive 
system. Nanoplastics can be found in polluted air. Nanoplastics are tiny plastic particles that are less 
than 1 micrometer in size. They can be released into the air from a variety of sources. 


¢Tire wear 
Road dust 


Industrial emissions 
¢Wastewater treatment plants 
*Cosmetics and personal care products 


Once in the air, nanoplastics can be transported long distances and can be inhaled by people and 
animals. They can also settle on land and water, where they can enter the food chain. Nanoplastics 
can be ingested or inhaled, and they can accumulate in the body. There is no known safe level of 
exposure to nanoplastics. 


There are currently no international standards for the regulation of nanoplastics. Some countries 
have developed their own standards. The European Union has set a limit of 100,000 nanoplastic 
particles per milliliter for cosmetics and personal care products. The United States does not have 
any specific standards for nanoplastics. The potential health and environmental risks of nanoplastics 
are significant, and it is important to take steps to reduce exposure to these particles. 


Who we are, is determined by the predictable behavior of cells and the proper reading of encoded 
DNA. It seems as a [Historic Libby High School] dream in 1975 which is revealed here. A place 
and time near 101 E Lincoln Blvd. 


In a brief course of time I came to know Gary [K7VAT] a self taught communications expert 
familiar with military communications and hardware, Ken a teletype mechanic expert with large 
antenna array experience having traveled the globe, Kevin a student with diverse talents and ability 
to scavenge needed parts, and Jack the radio announcer working at the only radio station in town, 
familiar with electronics and broadcasting. 


I desired to help many students, but for it to be truly worth the risk, the entire high school student 
body needed to attend. We were willing to put our own lives in peril to ensure the joy of others. We 
constructed a crude light show and dance to act as a diversion. 


We assembled a crude sequencing computer using sheet metal, an old rotary television tuner, a BBQ 
motor, a push positional switch from rummaged trash, and interconnected it with a stereo music 
system for sound testing along with some borrowed slide projectors, film slide projectors, two 
movie projectors, and ski films borrowed from the library on inter library loan from Canada. 


Kevin made arrangements to get an excellent band from Spokane called Northwind to play. We used 
watercolor paint to paint the floor tiles with the band's name along with other geometric shapes or 
markers, which all the students had to be inside at the moment of magic. 


With transparent bi-directional inverse projection screens (made of paper so you could see both 
sides of the projected image) in place and aligned with the projected moving floor, we were ready. 


The next evening, the dance commenced. The plan was reviewed, and the band was cautioned about 
the dangerous electrical equipment due to the crude constructions. Everything progressed smoothly, 
and after the first hour, the ticket fees were dropped and the dance became free to all. The amount 
needed to pay the band and a suitable profit from the dance had been reached. 


But there was more to this dance than just fun and music. This was a night of hope. This was the 
night that the students would travel beyond the reality they knew and return a more healthy. 

The AN-GRD-6 was a powerful machine. But it was also dangerous. That's why it was so important 
that everything went according to plan. 


The dance was in full swing. The crowd had amassed, word having gotten out that the dance was 
now free. The activity and dancing progressed, and the band seemed impressed to have such a large 
audience along with the light show. Shredded paper was dropped from the ceiling fixtures by Jack, 
risking his life high above the dancers. The paper, like straw on the floor, made the floor seem to 
gyrate along with the lighting. 


Jack had been up in the ceiling adjusting the ion shower light fixtures, when he injured himself and 
was bleeding, He was quickly attended and the wound was not life threatening 


Kevin was the spotter, and he was responsible for making sure that everyone was in the right place 
at the right time.The dance would be concluded at a respectable hour of 10 pm, and it was now time 
to begin the activation sequencing. Kevin, acting as a spotter, would let me know near the “pumpkin 
time” when everyone was on the floor dancing and inside the painted symbols. Kevin watched the 
clock as the dance went on. It was almost time. He signaled to me, and I started the activation 
sequence. The localized power storage began charging, light show lights dimmed from the massive 
current being drawn. 


The key lock was activated, and the main equipment button was energized. A five-second siren 
sounded, and the lights started blinking in sequence. 


I counted down the seconds in my head. Three... Two... one... 


I pressed the red button, and a brilliant blinding white flash from photon reactivation occurred, 
indicating that all the dancers had successfully returned without harm. When the light faded, the 
students were all standing there, unharmed. 


Then, a few moments later, all the house lights were turned on for the final dance. The band bowed 
to cheers and played the most astonishing music I had ever heard, and the enthusiastic dancers went 
wild with new and novel dance moves. It was a night of joy and celebration. A night that they would 
never forget. 


It was now just after 10 pm the dance was over, the students had left. The band had packed away 
their instruments. Jack, Kevin and myself took down the stage screens, projectors and equipment. 
Soon it was 11 pm, all had left, my task now relegated to that of a janitor mopping the floor and 
cleaning up, I became the only one left in the building. I had only the mop to put away and lock the 
door. 


I turned to look about one last time before leaving. I noticed something unexpected, the floor tiles in 
the comers of the room just outside the circular area previously marked began to buckle, warp and 
detach. I turned off the lights and secured the doors, and walked out to the front parking lot 
coordinates, looked around for moment tired yet happy, and then vanished home at midnight my 
pumpkin time. 


A short while later workers replaced the floor tiles in the corner areas of the dance floor which had 
warped, as they now, no longer contained asbestos. Many years later I checked upon the Internet a 
class reunion of those same students... All were present except seven unaccounted as they were 
unable to contact them. I can not say for certainty all the events that dance night, not existing in the 
same frame of reality as my own. I was hidden behind the curtain, my allotment of energy 
exhausted. An unknown celebration of my graduation, running to the future time moves fast; an 
unforgettable memory I shall always cherish, my last high school dance. 


I graduated from high school in Libby, Montana, after moving from a large metropolitan area on the 
east coast. I completed my graduation requirements by January, becoming the only one in my class 
to do so. I had a number of choices for where to receive my diploma, but I decided to graduate from 
Edison High School in Alexandria, Virginia. 


Now, officially on my own, I was ready to leave home and start my journey in life. I was unable to 
afford college, and my grades were not good enough to qualify for scholarships. I was interested in 
electronics, which offered many employment possibilities, so I planned to attend a vocational 
school in Helena, Montana. 


I had limited funds, only a few hundred dollars, which I thought would be enough to last me about a 
month. If I could find a job that paid enough to cover rent and food, I would be happy. 


I got a ride to Helena from my family. This was my first attempt at striking out on my own. If things 
fell apart, I could always call home for help and return. No young adult wants to do that, but it was 
a Safety net I knew I had. 


I arrived in Helena and promptly caught a head cold. I was staying at a motel while I looked for a 
job and a place to live. I took some cold medicine, but it made me dizzy. The next day, I was feeling 
better, so I went to the civil service office, which was located in an IBM office building. I applied 
for jobs that I was qualified for. I also started looking for a place to stay. 


I was fortunate to find Mr. Anderson, who was renovating a historic home from the 1800s. He was 
looking for people to help with the renovation. In exchange for labor, he would provide room and 
board. This was the perfect solution to my problems. I had a job, meals, and a place to stay! 


Mr. Anderson and his family lived at 22 Jefferson Street. The home was a large mansion of over 
5,000 square feet and was previously used as a home for unwed mothers by the Florence Crittenton 
organization. It was originally constructed for Albert Kleinschmidt, a mining businessman, and later 
abandoned. The home was purchased in 1924 for $2,000 as a haven and shelter for young women 
with nowhere else to go. It provided room for 50 women and 30 children, who were welcomed in a 
kind manner. 


The vision of Charles Crittenton was to reconcile the issues faced by unwed pregnant women and 
prostitutes. Charles, a New York druggist, lived in a railroad car as he traveled and spoke openly 
about the sensitive topic, starting homes and places for care and rehabilitation. This was a radical 
effort for the time, leading to social welfare reform and changing the prevailing attitudes towards 
motherhood. His efforts created refuges and places of haven for many unmarried mothers across the 
country, which exist to this day. 


In 1973, changes in social attitudes, increased contraception, and decreased financial funds caused 
the Florence Crittenton organization to relocate to the Old Montana Children's Home. A short time 
thereafter, Mr. Anderson purchased the spooky-looking, worn-out building with a solid foundation 
and structure. He wanted to restore it to a grand stately mansion with renovated apartments and 
rental rooms. 


I stood in awe of the large brick building before me. It was four stories tall, with a long sidewalk 
leading up to the front door. On either side of the sidewalk, grand pine trees stood guard, their 
branches laden with flowers. To the left, a curved corner towered over the rest of the building, like a 
castle keep. 


I climbed the steps and approached the front door. It was a double door, with ornate patterns carved 
into the wood. There were no windows, so I couldn't see inside. I rang the doorbell, and a moment 
later, the door was opened by a balding elderly gentleman. 


Mr. Anderson was a kind-looking man, with a gentle smile and twinkling eyes. He welcomed me 
into the parlor, which was decorated with elegant historical furniture and some works of art. 
Behind him, two ornate doors with glass inlays led into the grand hallway. 


Mr. Anderson gave me a brief tour of the house. The walnut flooring gleamed in the sunlight, and 
the central staircase was a masterpiece of craftsmanship. The ceilings were high, with plaster 
patterns and fixtures for gas lighting. In the living room, two unused coal fireplaces stood as silent 
reminders of a bygone era. 


As I toured the house, I couldn't help but feel a sense of history. This was a place where people had 
lived and loved for generations. It was a place of warmth and comfort, and I knew that I would be 
happy here. 


I thanked Mr. Anderson for the tour, and we settled on the number of hours per week I would assist 
and perform needed tasks, in exchange for a comfortable place to study and receive two meals daily. 
I was excited to start learning remodeling on the weekends, the weekdays I would attend school to 
gain electronics knowledge. 


Mr. Anderson had three daughters and one son. His wife, as I was to learn, was an amazing cook, 
able to create budget-minded dinners fit to feed starved Romans. Ham so tender it melted in your 
mouth, breads stuffed with meat and vegetables seasoned to perfection with mountains of mashed 
potatoes, and assorted desserts. After my first meal, I felt energized and motivated to put forth my 
best efforts to complete the needed tasks. 


At the time, there were five borders: a skilled carpenter, a licensed electrician, a drywall plasterer, 
and two other students who were attending the same vocational school that I planned to attend in 
the fall. We all roomed on the second floor of the nursery addition that had been added to the main 
mansion. 


It was in a way strange to walk down the hallway, with makeshift curtained windows for each room. 
It was easy to see if a fellow boarder was "in" if the curtains were open. At the end of the hall was 
my room, a sunroom with three walls of glass. Used in its day to provide health-giving sun rays. 


I did not need an alarm clock. When the sun came up each day, the brightness in the room made it 
impossible to sleep in late. It made the room nice and warm on cold winter days. It was the perfect 
room for a student, with plenty of light to make reading easier. At times, it was a bit much, so I 
wore sunglasses while studying in my room. It had a beautiful view of the yard area with the trees 
and flowers. On a clear day, you could see across town. It was truly the best room in the house, and 
very sunny. 


The renovation work at times became difficult, dirty, and dusty. I crawled between walls and floors 
to replace wiring and plumbing, repaired leaking steam lines, and discovered hidden treasures in 
walls, ceilings, and under molding. I found letters and recipes from long ago, dried oranges the size 
of walnuts, old Hershey candy wrappers, a check written to the Bank of Chicago dated 1876 on 
paper as fragile and crisp as a leaf. I also found old printing plates for advertisements that were used 
as shims, and Christmas letters from a time when a stamp was two cents. 


To supplement my astonishing accommodations, I was able to find part-time work at Gertie's Drive- 
In on Last Chance Gulch. Famous for its extra-large Gertie Burger, “almost” the size of a dinosaur, I 
did my best to keep up with orders. I cooked with Jim, the master burger flipper, and perfected a 
variety of burgers. I also made mouth-watering chili so thick that you needed a fork to eat it. The 
car hops, attractive car servers, made the unbelievably tasty shakes and dessert treats. Many 
weekend evenings, the place was packed, and the car hops were hopping. At the end of my shifts, I 
was exhausted. 


One day after a few weeks, Mr. Anderson came to my room and said, “There is a phone call for you 
in the kitchen.” At first, I thought it might be a call from home or maybe from school regarding my 
fall registration. When I answered the phone, I learned it was a job offer to work in Glacier National 
Park for the summer season. 


At first I was hesitant. I did not have a car, and it would mean leaving my current residence for 
something of higher pay, and of a temporary nature. The lure of working in a park was just too 
great, and the man on the phone needed an immediate answer. I could not prolong the decision. 
I accepted the offer and was told that I needed to have a standard physical done with paperwork 
upon my arrival. I was told to report to the main park administrative office and given a specific 
report date. 


It was the best decision I ever made. I had no clue what I was getting myself into, but I knew only 
that I would be working on the Trails Crew. It was the start of a summer in Glacier National Park, a 
wonderful summer of unforgettable memories. 


A SUMMER OF ADVENTURE IN GLACIER NATIONAL PARK 


Park employees are hard-working, dedicated people of the highest integrity. They are committed to 
the environment and wildlife, and they make every effort to make your vacation enjoyable and safe. 
That season, there was a bit of mischief and chicanery in the mountains. I hope you will see the 
lighter side of these stories as I recall and share actual events with you. 


It was the beginning of spring in 1975 if memory serves me. As I arrived near the park entrance, I 
saw a small black bear scamper across the roadway. After checking in, I was given an itinerary and 
directed to the bunkhouse. 


The bunkhouse was a large metal building with tiled flooring. It had ten beds, five on each side of 
the room. In the center of the building was a kitchen area, and slightly offset were shower stalls and 
a restroom. The bunking area was open, with no privacy. A small night table stood beside each bed. 
In the center of the room was a table with chairs, and in one corner was an old black-and-white 
television that could only tune in one local channel. The bunkhouse was clean and tidy, and you 
were expected to keep your bedding area presentable. 


I found an unclaimed bed and unpacked my suitcase. I placed my alarm clock radio on the 
nightstand and unrolled my sleeping bag on the bed. I slid my suitcase under the bed, as others had 
done. After reviewing the itinerary schedule for the next day, I settled in for a quick nap. 


Activity in the sleeping area was minimal and quiet. One other employee was sleeping, and another 
was reading a book. As the day progressed, other people arrived, unpacking quietly and speaking 
softly. It was my first summer season, and I joined the conversations, getting acquainted with 
others. I gleaned fragments of information from crew members who were working their second and 
third summer seasons. 


Lights out time quickly seemed to arrive at 10:00pm. I was tired, so I fell fast asleep and slept 
soundly. 


I woke early the next morning, excited to start working in the park. I got dressed and quickly ate a 
breakfast bar. Then, I gathered with others at the Trails Crew operations building, which was 
located in the main park compound. The compound contained offices, shops, park vehicles, and 
equipment storage buildings. 


At 7:00am sharp, Bob, the trails crew supervisor, arrived at the building and unlocked the door. 
After brief introductions, Bob began a systematic rundown of what would be expected. He chose 
crew leaders from the assortment of old-timers who had worked previous seasons, based on their 
experience and qualifications. These individuals would go through a different orientation process, 
which included first aid and mountain rescue techniques. Crew leaders would be required to pass a 
training course for a blasting license. A blasting license was needed to properly use and place 
dynamite charges used to clear snow and large rock debris from foot trails. They would also be 
issued two-way radios and would be required to check in by radio on a regular basis for safety. 


The rest of us were to attend an orientation program, which included films and instruction on 
backcountry safety, wilderness hazards, proper tree falling, trail clearing, and ax use. Chain saws 
and power equipment were prohibited in the park for trail repair, to prevent disturbing the 
environment or causing distress to wildlife. 


The film on bear confrontation and how to deal with bears left me somewhat unsettled. The film did 
little to offer comfort, as it showed that bears are strong, have poor vision, a good sense of smell, 
and can run much faster than a human. Climbing a tree offers no protection, as films demonstrated 
large bears climbing trees and breaking huge branches. There are no trees above the tree line at 
higher elevations in the park mountains. The only suggestions offered were to place your hands 
behind your neck and lay face down on the ground, or ball into a fetal position, in the hope that the 
bear would only take a few bites out of you before losing interest. 


Bears are fascinating creatures. They are mostly herbivores with a taste for eating small ground 
animals. They were once in great abundance in the plains, but as settlers spread, early frontier 
pressure caused them to migrate to mountainous regions. 


If you don't feed them, bears are unlikely to eat you. However, when people feed bears, the bears 
lose their fear of humans and become more likely to attack. When that happens, the bear is often 
killed. A fed bear is a dead bear. 


Here are some tips for avoiding bear encounters: 

Make noise while hiking to let bears know you're coming. 
*Carry bear spray and know how to use it. 

*Never feed bears, even if they seem friendly. 


*Never leave food or garbage behind. 
*Be aware of your surroundings and hike in groups. 


*If you see a bear, do not run. Make yourself look as big as possible and back away slowly. 
*If a bear charges, stand your ground and make yourself look as big as possible. 


By following these tips, you can help keep yourself and bears safe. 


After a long day of orientation and instruction on park regulations, safety, and proper tool use, I was 
issued a bright yellow hard hat and a diploma of accomplishment. I was now an official Trail Crew 
Park employee, ready to move fallen trees, dig drainage, repair bridges, shovel snow and rocks, and 
fix signage. I would be taking in the astonishing scenery and fresh air from sunrise until sunset, five 
days a week, until summer's end. My mind was ready and excited, though I knew that in a few days, 
every muscle in my body would be aching from hiking and shoveling as I maintained mile upon 
mile of trails. There are over 700 miles of trails in the park, each unique in its challenges to hike and 
maintain. 


Early in the summer season, all the trail crews worked together to clear the lower hiking trails. The 
higher trails were still covered in snow. The trail crews consisted of a wide range of talented 
individuals from various places. There was a hippie guru who seemed to like the quiet and wanted 
to commune with nature. There were several gals as rugged as the west, and college-age guys with 
backgrounds in forestry, biology, and wildlife studies. There were also a few, like me, who were just 
out of high school. 


Early in the morning, just before dawn, Eric, a brawny tall fellow, would wake everyone in the 
bunkhouse with his morning workout. He would check around for others to join him for a morning 
swim in the ice-cold North Fork River. When he came back just before breakfast, he and those with 
him would be bright red from swimming in the freezing cold water. I never could bring myself to 
join the morning polar bear group. Waking up and feeling like Frosty the Snowman was not my cup 
of coffee. 


Slowly, I got acclimated to the daily routine, and my muscles ached a bit less, except after work on 
the more demanding trails. Each day was an adventure and a challenge. Glacier Park is really a park 
to enjoy on foot. Photos and pictures really do not encompass the full beauty and breathtaking 
wonder. And believe me, I was not in good physical shape. So when I say breathtaking, it really 
was. My body was adjusting to working at higher and higher elevations, with thinner air. 


On the weekends, I slept in late and read technical books on electronics to get a head start on my 
future classes. I also read "Lives of Game Animals," a collection of books written by Ernest 
Thompson Seton. Seton was a well-known naturalist who founded the Woodcraft Indians and 
shared ideas with Baden-Powell and Dan Beard, who later established the Boy Scouts of America. 


Meanwhile, other bunkhouse residents drove into town to shop for supplies and go to the movies. 
On evenings, some of the more experienced crew members gave slide show presentations with 
fantastic pictures they had taken over several seasons. They were practicing their oratory skills for 
park campfire presentations that they would later give to campers. These free campfire 
presentations shared pictures and stories of the adventure and wonder that the crew members had 
experienced. 


Two weeks passed, and I received my first paycheck. I needed groceries, so I cashed it at the camp 
store located just outside the park entrance. I filled my pack with as much as I could carry and made 
my way back to the bunkhouse. 


I noticed a short, overlooked trail that ran from the park compound to the side of the road near the 
camp store. It was a mysterious trail of perfection. The trail was marked with a single small sign off 


to the side of the parking lot. It was a paved trail, spotlessly clean. There was not a leaf, branch, or 
twig on it, and not even a pebble. It weaved in a meandering way, such that you could not tell 
exactly which direction you would be going next or where you would be along it. You could only 
see the trail about twenty feet ahead as it took curves, making it vanish. 


The distance to the store was about a mile, but the winding about in the forest made the travel about 
two and a half miles. Along the trail, I noted every type of plant I had seen in the park. It was quiet 
except for the rustling of leaves during a breeze, and the sound of a nearby flow of water. It was a 
perfect trail, in a perfect forest, an unexpected pathway to a place or goal you wanted to arrive 
upon. 


I only walked that trail a few times, until I was able to get a vehicle, but each time I walked upon it, 
the trail seemed different, and unpredictable, yet perfect in every detail, and unbelievably clean. It 
was Said that the park supervisor responsible for the entire park maintained it, but no one really 
seemed to know. 


I returned to the bunkhouse and placed the food items in my assigned food locker in the kitchen. 


The following week seemed to pass quickly, as my body slowly adjusted to the daily workout. On 
the weekend, my parents and family arrived to visit and see the park. I mentioned my lack of a 
vehicle, and they offered to loan me money to buy one. We decided to drive to Spokane, 
Washington to shop around. 


After looking at available choices in my price range of $2,000, I decided on a bright yellow Chevy 
Luv, stick shift pickup truck. I had never driven a stick shift vehicle before, and I learned while 
driving it on the return journey back to the park. It was difficult to drive at first, but as I progressed, 
shifting became more natural and practiced. 


A week or so later, a coolant leak sprung from the thermostat gasket, needing repair. A park 
mechanic offered to provide direction, as he worked on park vehicles all week and had no desire to 
work on people's cars and trucks on the weekends. While not a difficult task, it was my first of what 
would be many basic repairs needed to keep it drivable, and took several hours to complete. When I 
had finished, the reality of fixing problems myself versus the cost of having others perform the task 
set in. Later that summer, I purchased a repair manual for my particular vehicle, providing essential 
information. 


The snow at higher elevations had melted a bit, and on a group hike up to Sperry Glacier, we were 
able to find the rooftop of the trail crew cabin at ground level. To my amazement, the snow at 
higher elevations was deeper than the roof of the cabin! Only the peak of the roof could be seen at 
ground level. We dug down and cleared a hole enough to access the front cabin door, and did a 
quick inspection to check its condition. 


Inside the small, wood-plank cabin, about 12 by 12 feet, were two bunk beds, a food cabinet with a 
lid that folded down into a small table. There was a small two-burner stove with oven and 
refrigerator, both powered by propane, which had been turned off in the early fall of the previous 
season. From the ceiling over the door hung a rescue gurney with a wire mesh frame, looking like a 
small canoe with rescue gear packed inside it. The cabin had one small window, which still had the 
outside board shutter securely attached. The floor and small wall trim area were covered with metal 
plate to keep rodents out. There was a small table stand under the window, and two sturdy folding 
chairs leaning against the wall. 


The snow was rapidly melting from the summer heat, and in about two weeks, if we could open the 
trail for mules and horseback, we would make the quarters and nearby Sperry chalet habitable. A 
quick check of the outside of the log and stone constructed chalet showed it to be intact even after a 
long winter of snow. The thick boarded windows with protruding spikes to discourage bears from 
seeking refuge were firmly attached with massive ancient-looking hinges and latches. 


I hiked back down toward Lake McDonald, a large lake on the western side of the park, towards the 
trailhead. The hike down was harder on my muscles than the hike up, as a different set on the back 
side of my legs came into use, leaving me sore the next day. 


During the two weeks it took for the snow to melt, the antics of the season began. It was small in 
relation to the park-wide mischief that season. 


At first, I was unaware of what was happening. Then, I learned of a contest of one-upmanship 
between drinking buddies, who also happened to be the crew team leaders Bradley and Robert. 
Bradley was a local Montana mountain man in the truest form. Robert was more of a construction 
type. Randall, who led the lower trail work crew, seemed more mellow and for some reason was 
always trying to hit on the women crew members, who were not at all interested in him. 


Bradley was tall and strongly built, with a neatly trimmed beard and deep blue eyes. He was strong, 
woods-smart, and with a shovel or ax in hand, he looked like a lumberjack. Ladies seemed naturally 
attracted to his forthright personality and charisma. Robert was of normal height, but strong-built 
and ordinary in appearance. 


At some point in time, while drinking together at the bar, they entered a bet with each other, vowing 
to keep score, each time the trail crew supervisor's replacement, Mike, got chewed out. 


This was Bob's last and final year before retiring. Both Bradley and Robert were disheartened to 
learn of his retirement. They both decided to make his final year memorable. Bob's assistant Mike 
was a Safety officer who was next in line for his position. Mike was to perform many of Bob's 
duties, with Bob assisting in Mike's training. 


Neither Robert nor Bradley wanted to work next season under Mike, and both decided to make this 
their final season. If they got dismissed from employment early, it didn't matter, as they had both 
secured permanent employment after the season's end with other employers. Bob was well-worn 
and experienced from his many years of supervising trail work in the park. Mike was a bit edgy and 
anxious to lecture everyone on anything amiss, spending at least an hour or more rambling. To keep 
score, Robert and Bradley placed marks in the door frame outside his "office door," not easily 
noticed unless you looked. I'm sure those marks in the door frame are still there to this day. 


One point to the left side is how the score started. Working in the park on various projects were very 
young volunteers from the youth conservation corps. For some reason, every morning they would 
march across a pedestrian crosswalk in the compound. Smartly dressed, clean and neat, in organized 
fashion, with tools and packs, walking in step, like ants to a picnic. 


Mike came out of his office door and saw the volunteers marching by. He immediately started 
lecturing them on the importance of safety and following the rules. He went on for at least an hour, 
and by the time he was finished, the volunteers were all looking at each other with glazed 
expressions. 


Robert and Bradley watched from a distance, and when Mike went back into his office, they each 
added a mark to the door frame. That was the beginning of a long and frustrating year for Mike, and 
a very entertaining one for Robert and Bradley. 


Each morning at the same time, trail crew workers would be leaving in park vehicles to various 
trailhead locations on work assignments for the day. Like cars waiting for a passing train, we would 
have to wait about 5-7 minutes each morning for the young volunteers walking in single file to 
cross the pedestrian crossing. To speed up the crossing process, the driver of one vehicle, while 
driving at five miles per hour, decided to make the truck's tires squeal by skidding to a stop about 20 
feet from the crosswalk. The scared volunteers scurried quickly across the crosswalk. 


The second morning, it was preceded by tire skidding and horn honking. The third morning came a 
two-hour long lecture from Mike. By the time we were released for work that day, the young 
volunteers had completed their "morning march." The volunteers changed their work schedule and 
were no longer seen on the crosswalk as we left on assignments. 


After the lecture from Mike, a small number of agitated trail crew members decided to create havoc 
and scare the crap out of the young camping volunteers. On the weekend, in the early moming 
hours, they crept into their camping area and made growling noises and pawed at their tents. They 
made a mess by dumping over their dishes and trashcans, and otherwise scaring the tar out of them. 
Then came a lecture from Mike. Score one on the right side. Mike proclaimed that he "knew" it was 
not a bear since there were no bear tracks, and a lecture about park employee behavior was given. 


Mike also began a lecture about overtime. Many of the trail crews worked until the job task was 
completed or left the trail work site at the end of the day, driving back about an hour to the main 
park compound. Mike wanted everyone to be back at the compound at the end of the work day, on 
time. Returning late was not an option. He made it clear that no one was to return after the 
appointed end of day time, nor were you to return early. 


Mike's request was taken literally. The park speed limit at the time was 35 mph, but many of the 
park visitors, seeking to enjoy the view and look for wildlife, traveled at 10-20 mph on the roadway 
which travels through the park. Using the 35 mph speed limit and the distance from the compound, 
we would calculate the travel time back to the main compound area, and leave at the precise time. 
The tourists traveling slowly along the roadway were delaying our return. Mike's message was 
clear: do not return late to the compound. We had little option. We turned on the yellow flashing 
lights, and traveled around vehicles as if they were stopped, honking the horn and flashing the 
headlights. Park visitors and tourists, thinking an emergency or fire of some sort was in progress, 
pulled over to the side of the road as we passed by. This went on for several days. 


Each day, tourists and visitors would ask rangers and inquire at the main park headquarters to find 
out if everything turned out fine, or to find out if the "fire" was under control. Eventually, word got 
back, and Mike had a meeting with the main park supervisor. Mike received a reprimand, we 
received a more lax policy on the matter, and a three-hour lecture from Mike on safe and proper 
driving practices in the park. Score one point for Robert. Bradley 1, Robert 2. 


The snow at Granite and Sperry chalets had melted sufficiently to begin trail clearing for access to 
the higher elevations. A main drift of snow on the Sperry trail covered the upper parts of the trail, 
and to make it passable by pack mules and horses would require a lot of work. The work began with 
blasting, which moved some snow and compacted the remainder. The compacted snow required less 
shoveling, but each shovelful was like moving heavy rock and dirt. A bad thing about using 
dynamite is that the fumes or smoke remaining from the detonation can give you a headache. While 
non-headache dynamite was used, you could still get a headache if you were not mindful of wind 


direction during shoveling. I always thought it a bit funny that they printed "non-headache," along 
with other information, on each stick. Which I was able to see as the charges were prepared by 
certified crew leaders. 


Only blasting-licensed and certified crew leaders were permitted to handle and ready the charges. 
During a brief work break, and being a bit overheated, I removed my safety hard hat and set it on 
the ground and began eating my lunch. I was distracted watching goats, lured by the blast and 
seeking to eat any dynamite fragments. As we shoveled, we carefully checked to make sure that the 
entire charge had been detonated, not wanting to leave any hazard. 


The work break ended. When I went to don my hard hat, I discovered that my sweat band had been 
eaten. I watched as I continued working, seeing the culprit: a marmot moving about near where my 
helmet once was. A large furry ground animal, difficult to describe unless you have seen one. 
Marmots are large, ground-dwelling rodents that are found in North America and Europe. They are 
typically about 2 feet long and weigh about 10 pounds. Marmots have thick fur that is brown or 
gray in color. They are herbivores and eat a variety of plants, including grasses, leaves, and flowers. 
Marmots are social animals and live in colonies. They are active during the day and hibernate 
during the winter. It was my first sighting of what would be many during the season. A bit wary 
thereafter of where I put my hard hat, I replaced the missing sweat band with glove fabric, which I 
used the remainder of the season. 


The opening of the Sperry Trail was a big event. A local newspaper reporter took photos and 
conducted brief interviews. I later became the envy of my co-workers when I discovered a photo of 
myself on the front page, along with the feature story. I was speechless. It was the first time I had 
ever been in the newspaper, and on the front page, no less! 


I sent a copy home to my parents, who were proud to show their son on the front page to friends and 
relatives. I later gave my own personal copy of the newspaper to a close friend who was gravely ill 
in the hospital. I hoped that he would be inspired by the park story and the picture. Thankfully, 
through a series of medical advances, he survived and now lives a happily married life in beautiful 
Colorado. 


Once the Sperry Trail had been cleared, the work gang was divided into a series of work crews, I 
was assigned to work with Bradley and Steve at Sperry, Robert, Tom, and Jan were assigned to 
Granite, with others divided up into various trail crews working from the main park compound or 
other locations. The contest between Robert and Bradley was far from over as I would soon 
discover. 


At the beginning of each work season, "packers," park employees, pack supplies on mules and 
horses. They carry the heavier of the needed season supplies, including tools, propane tanks, food 
supplies, and construction materials for bridges, and so forth. A packer usually rides on horseback, 
leading a mule train packed with items to needed locations. 


The mules and horses move slower with a heavy load than a fit person on foot. So it's possible to 
leave the trailhead at the same time as the pack train and arrive an hour before at the destination 
point. 


Alcohol is generally not permitted in the park. A drunk person in the park is usually a dead person, 
due to impairment. Each year, many people disregard the prohibition and die in the park from stupid 
behavior. The summer season I worked, over fifty people died in the park. Falling drunken 
overboard from boats, or over cliffs and rock faces, drowning in deep, ice-cold creeks, or freezing 
to death in glacier crevices is not a good vacation. 


As a result, the fire crew is kept busy picking up bodies and body parts from difficult-to-reach 
locations. Normally, not many uncontrolled fires happen in the park. However, the fire crew is 
assigned the gruesome cleanup task. In my mind, most of the people that worked on the fire crew 
were partly crazy. If I spent my workday picking up body parts and putting them in body bags, I 
would be crazy, too. It is not something they enjoy. 


Robert and Bradley had made a bet. If Robert could get Coors beer into the park, Bradley would 
drink it in the park. Bradley specified that he only drank Coors beer, which at the time was not 
available in the state of Montana. 


On the weekend, Robert drove his somewhat old pickup truck to the brewery in Washington State. 
He had them fill his truck to the top of his camper shell with cold, fresh Coors beer, which had to be 
kept cold due to its brewing process. 


Robert then drove the filled pickup truck, which was low to the ground from all the weight, from 
the brewery in Washington without stopping into the park compound area. He parked it next to the 
Trail Crew office in the parking lot, undetected, keeping it as cold as possible. 


Robert was a bit nervous about getting caught, but it was all a part of the bet. He knew that Bradley 
would be impressed with his ingenuity, and he was excited to see the look on his friend's face when 
he saw the beer. 


Later that day, Robert and Bradley met up at the Trail Crew office. Robert opened the camper shell 
of his truck and revealed the cold, fresh Coors beer. Bradley was amazed. He couldn't believe that 
Robert had actually pulled it off. 


Meanwhile, Bradley previously knew about a dance a get together party for the packers and other 
park employees. He told the packers, he would pack mules himself, if they would show him how to 
properly pack and secure the loads. He told them, he wanted to pack all the summer food supplies 
for the cabin on one large mule train, that way the packers would only have to make one supply trip. 
This would give them a bit more free time to perform other tasks. Normally, a few packers needed 
to remain with the animals at all times. On this occasion, Bradley told them he wanted everyone to 
fully enjoy the dance and party, and would watch the animals and pack them all for the trip, leaving 
for Sperry Glacier at daybreak. Of course they agreed, and Bradley was shown how to properly 
pack the mules. That night, while the packers were at the dance party, Robert drove the pickup over 
to the animal staging area in the park, the beer due to its large thermal mass was still cold. Bradley, 
as best I can determine, along with Robert, spent most of the night packing eighty mules with the 
maximum beer load they could carry. Carefully folding and wrapping canvas around cases of beer 
just like old timers. Roping and tying them properly onto each pack animal. Every single mule in 
the park was packed with Coors beer! 


The next morning at the trailhead, livestock trucks transported the mules from the staging area, 
offloading eighty fully packed mules at the trailhead. The mules were all excited to be going ona 
trip, and they brayed and kicked their hooves impatiently. 


Only one packer came to work that day. He was hungover from the previous night's party, but he 
was determined to get the mules up the Sperry Trail. He put on his cowboy hat and said, "I'll give it 
a try." 


The packer led the mules out of the trailhead and onto the trail. The mules were a bit skittish at first, 
but they soon settled down and started walking along the trail. The packer walked horseback in 
front of the mules, whistling and talking to them to keep them calm. 


The mules walked for hours, and the packer was starting to get tired. But he kept going, determined 
to get the mules to the top of the trail. 


Finally, after hours of walking, the packer and the mules reached the top of the Sperry Trail. The 
packer was exhausted, but he was also proud of himself for getting the mules all the way up the 
trail. He took off his cowboy hat and waved it in the air. "We made it!" he shouted. As they arrived 
in the area to be unpacked. 


The mules brayed in excitement. They were happy to be at the top of the trail, and they were even 
happier to have a break. 


The packer sat down on a rock and took a deep breath. He had never led a mule train that big 
before, but he had done it. He was a hero! 


At the time, I did not realize what was afoot, thinking we needed a lot of supplies. I began the 
ascent up the Sperry trail along with Steve and Bradley. We started up shortly before the mule train, 
and about two hours after reaching the trail crew cabin, Bradley became concerned that something 
had happened to the mule train and packer. As if by magic, the mule train started to appear, a 
massive horde of animals. One of the mules had rubbed against a tree and had broken a bottle of 
brew indicated by the wet canvas smelling of beer. It was the first animal unpacked. The packer 
apologizing, thinking an only bottle of beer had been broken. Bradley calmly told the packer, “I 
expected some damage.” and began removing the pack loads from each animal. As Bradley 
removed the canvas wrap, he said, “There is plenty of.... “ The packers jaw dropped and his eyes 
widened, as he removed the canvas wrap... “you mean.... “ Bradley responded without hesitation, 
“Yep, every mule.” The ground was still covered with snow, the metal cabin flooring cold from 
winter not yet thawed, made the perfect fridge. The entire cabin floor was packed with layers and 
cases of beer, the cold walls were lined with beer, beer was everywhere, the cabin became a beer 
palace. Bradley had won a point, the score was now Bradley 2, Robert 2. The packer, known only 
to the three of us, had established a new park record, eighty mules of beer, with only one broken 
bottle. A record unchallenged and unspoken, to be proud of. Bradley celebrated, each working day 
of that season, by drinking his favorite brew, one bottle at dinner, and one just before turning in for 
the night. He was a man of character and wisdom. 


Bradley had spent several previous seasons in the park and had become expert and knowledgeable 
on a good number of things. However, lighting a propane oven was not one of his better tasks. 

The season had officially started, Sperry trail was open, and the trail cabin was manned. It was time 
to light the propane fridge, stove, and oven. After opening the valve, the fridge lit easily, the flame 
roasting an ammonia-based cooling system that kept the inside cool. This was somewhat of use, as 
it kept cold food from the jaws of hungry animals. The stove top lit easily also, great for boiling 
stream-fed water into coffee or hot cocoa. 


The oven, now that was a challenge. The pilot light was difficult to reach and for some reason just 
did not want to light. I was on the top bunk, the front door was somewhat open to let in outside air, 
and the protective board on the only window had been removed earlier to let in outside light. 

After several attempts and a slight smell of propane, there was some concern. But before I could say 
a word, there was a rather loud "wroooom." 


Bradley, unsure but feeling the flash of heat from the explosive flash, quickly placed his head under 
the nearby bed covers to smother any flames. He was a bit unnerved, as we all were at the moment. 
We all checked about for fire. 


The oven pilot light was lit and the oven operated normally. We double-checked exposed gas line 
fittings with soapy water for any leaks to be sure things were safe. 


In the evening light of a lantern, I learned to play cribbage, my first card game outside of old maid 
as a kid. After a long day of work outdoors, I would have a nice evening meal, read a bit, and fall 
asleep. 


On Fridays, we headed down the trail to shovel snow, check for proper drainage, and remove cobble 
that might cause a horse to stumble. We kept the trail well-defined and easy to walk. 

When we reached the main compound area, I showered, did laundry, and ran to the store to pick up 
food for the upcoming week. I planned my meals a bit differently, as cooking at high altitudes is a 
bit different. Water boils at a lower temperature, so cooking times change. Complex meals make for 
difficult cleanup and animal attraction. 


I had a battery-powered shortwave radio, a DX-150B. It wasn't great, but I wanted to try it to see 
what type of radio signals were available at Sperry. 

After the weekend ended, I packed the radio into the Trail Crew cabin and connected it to a long 
wire antenna. I had little success in getting signals, even at such a high elevation. I only received a 
few stations. The radio sky-wave signals in the Sperry Glacier region were very quiet at the time. 
Near the end of the season, I rolled up the antenna and packed it back down the mountain. I knew 
that Sperry Glacier was radio quiet, in addition to its many hidden wonders. 


* The DX-150B gray in color was later painted black and taken to a dairy farm near Portland, Oregon. The farm in 
exchange of labor offered dairy training, food and a place to stay. In expectation of an unpredictable event the 
modified shortwave ( tuning adjustment modifications) was left with a labor/ tenant. The tenant was informed 
late at night in the dark small residence not to sell the shortwave as it would be needed and encouraged to 
become familiar with how to use it. | left my room key on the side table. | then left so the sleep deprived 
individual could continue with sleeping thinking of me only a strange dream. Fortunately the shock wave from 
Mt St Helena was minimal and in a northerly direction.. 


Bradley, an avid outdoorsman, one week brought up some deer meat, a risky and perhaps dangerous 
task considering bears. He carefully prepared a dinner for us all, and I had my first taste of deer. It 
was different from store-bought beef, but it was tasty. 


Bradley liked to impress the tourists when given the opportunity. Upon hearing approaching tourists 
on horseback, he would find a large tree log and toss it like a toothpick over the side of the trail as 
they passed. He would smile inwardly as the ladies oohed and awed at his display of manly brawn 
and strength. 


Later that summer, I rode horseback up the trail with others. It was a thrilling experience, looking 
down at the great mountain cliffs along the way. It also made me more aware of the trail terrain, as 
the horse I rode stumbled slightly on occasion. This made me think about how the trail could be 
improved to make it a smoother, even ride for horses. 


It had been a long time since I had last ridden a horse, as a kid. As I rode along, pleasant memories 
of riding near Woodlawn Plantation in Virginia came back to me. We soon reached the Sperry trail 
crew cabin. 


The time seemed right to visit our neighbors at Sperry Chalet, an old stone and log fortress 
mountain hotel of sorts, built by the railroad to encourage adventuresome hardy individuals. The 
view over Lake McDonald and its mountains was beyond marvelous, and on a clear day it would 
make a memory to last a lifetime. There is nothing like really living the experience. 


Each season, a work staff comprised mostly of young women arrived to clean linens, sweep floors, 
and prepare meals for guests. They worked long days, and in the evenings entertained guests with 
singing and stories. An elderly lady was in charge of day-to-day management, and she had a 
somewhat terse personality. She was also a bit off her rocker. 


When I arrived, I was offered some hot cocoa, which tasted rather strange. I later learned that it had 
been mixed with pancake batter. Not a good way to greet a visitor! I was not in the least pleased or 
amused. We had only come by for a visit to chat and be social. 


The old lady had some type of vendetta against park employees, for reasons I did not understand. I 
tried to be polite, but it was clear that she was not interested in being friendly. I finished my cocoa 
and left as soon as I could. 


I was disappointed by my experience at Sperry Chalet. I had heard great things about it, but I was 
left with a bad taste in my mouth. 


From my brief conversation with her, she seemed eccentric, as if she was running a house of ill 
repute and owned the ladies. Her mentality was displaced, perhaps due to abuses in her own 
childhood. My short encounter with her was cautious and measured. Then, I saw what appeared to 
be a fast moving green blob zip across the floor, thinking my vision was somewhat tired, I said 
nothing. Again, a glowing green blob, appeared and zipped across the floor. I exclaimed what was 
that! I just saw some green thing zipping across the floor! The old lady then went into a rant about 
mice and how she would trap them and paint them with glowing green paint to find where mice 
were entering and leaving so she could patch the holes in the old wood walls to keep them out. My 
conversation ended a short while later with her. When one of her “girls” started crying after 
breaking a guitar string, I left and went back to the work cabin. I did not return, for the remainder of 
the season to either visit or socialize, I had seen and learned , all, I wanted to know, of contractor 
based businesses operated in the park. 


I seriously doubted the brothel in the park operation, the demented old lady, claimed to managing. 
She, in my estimation, had been in the park, a bit too long. Steve and Bradley continued to visit 
chalet employees. I learned later Steve had made a mid season wine run to bring a bottle for one of 
the employees, along with other items including guitar strings, to despise the old lady in charge. He 
did this, as contracted employees, are forbidden to leave the chalet for ANY reason during the 
working season. Making in reality, a mountain prison, ruled by a demented old lady, for unknowing, 
contracted employees. 


The Sperry Chalet in Glacier National Park burned to the ground on August 31, 2017. The fire was 
started by lightning and quickly spread, destroying the chalet and several other structures in the 
area. The chalet was built in 1913 and was a popular destination for hikers and climbers. It was one 
of only two chalets still operating in Glacier National Park. The fire was a major loss for the park 
and for the many people who loved the chalet. The Sperry Chalet in Glacier National Park was 
restored and reopened to the public in July 2020. The chalet had burned down in a wildfire in 2017, 
but was rebuilt to its original design. The chalet is now open for overnight stays and offers stunning 
views of the surrounding mountains and glaciers. 


Sperry Glacier is a glacier in Glacier National Park in the U.S. state of Montana. It is located on the 
north slopes of Gunsight Mountain west of the Continental Divide. The glacier is named for Lyman 
B. Sperry, a professor from Oberlin College, who in 1895 participated in an expedition to explore 
the geography and map the region where the glacier is located. 


Sperry Glacier was first discovered in 1887 by a group of prospectors led by John Toole. The 
glacier was not named until 1895, when it was named after Lyman B. Sperry. Sperry was a 
professor of geology at Oberlin College and a member of the 1895 expedition. He was the first 
person to make a detailed study of the glacier and to map its extent. 


Sperry Glacier is one of the largest glaciers in Glacier National Park. It covers an area of about 215 
acres and has a length of about 1.5 miles. The glacier is currently in retreat, but it is still a popular 
destination for hikers and climbers. The trail to the glacier is one of the most popular trails in the 
park and offers stunning views of the surrounding mountains and glaciers. In recent years, Sperry 
Glacier has been the subject of much study by scientists. The glacier is a valuable resource for 
understanding climate change and the effects of global warming. 


Park employees generally are light heart-ed and like to have fun. I suppose it comes from spending 
time in the outdoors. A favorite stunt of one park ranger was to take his battery powered shaver 
along with him when working as a hiking group guide. There was an old tree stump along the trail 
that he would tell a tale about as they walked along the trail. As they approached the tree stump for 
a brief rest break, he would talk about how a persons beard grows faster in the woods due to primal 
causes of nature. As the weary hikers took a rest break he would break out his shaver and plug it 
into the tree stump explaining that the old tree, (towards the end of his story), had been hit by 
lightning. He would then turn on the battery powered shaver to the amazement of the hikers and 
begin shaving! It took a bit for the hikers to realize the shaver was not being powered by the 
lightning struck tree trunk! 


A stunt our crew enjoyed from time to time, involved the use of old fire trails which make travel 
thru the park in quick manner. We would start working on a spot along the trail near its beginning, 
we stopped work briefly as the tourists passed by on horseback, waving, and greeting the tourists as 
they passed, stepping to the side of the trail. After the tourist group passed by we would use a 
nearby fire trail and hike ahead of the tourist group unseen. Then we would position ourselves 
along the trail working and shoveling. As the tourist group passed by we would again stop work 
briefly, waving and greeting the passing tourists, some of whom seemed a bit miffed. After they had 
passed, we again would use a nearby fire trail and hike ahead of the tourist group unseen, staging 
our work ahead of them. The third time of passing us many of them thought they were going in 
circles, and did not understand how we kept passing them unseen. When they reached the chalet the 
prank was revealed to them by their guide, explaining we had used fire trails to move in the park 
quickly to trail areas needing repair and attention. 


Among the parks many animals are white mountain goats. As the snows of winter subside they 
begin to lose their furry winter coats and like magic young goats appear. The goats would wander 
about and for some reason a group of them seemed curious about our activities perhaps searching 
for clothing items which might have a trace of salt from sweating. After the marmot eating my head 
band I did not want to have any other items eaten, I remained alert. There was one young goat that 
always seemed to be bleating and running trying to catch up with a moving group of older adult 
goats. We named the young goat Bebop. Bebop seemed to always be getting into some type of 
conflict, falling into the deep snow, and water as it struggled to stay with the group running about, 
and bleating goat sounds. Bebop reminded us of noisy bebop music, making noise while moving all 
about. As the summer season progressed the goats having lost their dirty winter coat of fur became 
pristine white, and prime for picture taking by tourists and photographers seeking the perfect goat 


image. At times the antics of the goats made great watching during quick breaks from trail clearing, 
and filling in trail areas washed out by melting winter snow. 


The water from freshly melted snow, bubbling over turbulent rocks being ice cold was drinkable at 
the time. Some plastic tubing from a previous season was primed and provided water from a 
controlled water valve. You had to let it run for a short while to purge out the silt, but it saved you 
from having to walk up the hill to a spot where the water was of pristine condition. As the summer 
progressed the stream flow decreased and the temperature increased making it more of a risk to 
drink, so it was boiled to make hot coffee, coca, and hot orange flavored Tang. 


We decided late one day to take a risky short walk on the edge of the Sperry glacier to look down a 
crevasse. It was a dangerous gamble, but we wanted to look down a crevasse near the edge, just in 
case we might see the rumored body of an individual who had fell into an unexplored crevasse long 
ago. It was exciting and fearful at the same time. Walking directly on the surface is dangerous as 
snow can “bridge” over the ridges and cliffs in the glacier. We carefully probed and walked a short 
way maintaining distance between ourselves, to look down a very deep and narrow crevasse which 
had become exposed, ever careful not to get too close for fear the edge would give way. Fearful 
that we could become entombed in ice. Then carefully we retraced our steps back out to the edge 
from which we had come. From solid ground we stood in a line gazing at the setting sun for a small 
moment in time, feeling like explorers, before hiking back to the work crew cabin. That evening 
we had a simple dinner and played a round of cards before turning in for the night. 


The Eagles and the Fishermen 
After a long week of hiking, we drove back to the main offices and bunk house. As we passed by a 
turbulent stream that fed into Lake McDonald, we saw a large number of people fishing. The stream 
was also home to a group of eagles that nested in the nearby trees. 


"T wonder how the fishing affects the eagles," I said to my companions. 


There was a short laugh from the group. "There are no fish in that creek," one of them said. "It's too 
cold. The stream is fed from melting snow." 


I was surprised. "But why do the eagles like it here then?" 


"T don't know," the other said. "Maybe it's the sound of the water, or the trees. But they've been 
coming here for years." 


We watched as the eagles watched the fishermen. The fishermen watched the eagles. It was a 
strange sight, but also strangely peaceful. 


It took me the whole summer to understand why no one ever told the fishermen there were no fish 
in that stream. It was because they didn't need to. The fishermen weren't there to catch fish. They 
were there to be close to nature. They were there to watch the eagles. 

And the eagles were happy to oblige. 

The fishermen weren't there to catch fish. They were there to catch a memory. 

They were there to relive the joy of their childhood, the thrill of their youth. They were there to feel 


the sun on their faces, the wind in their hair, and the water on their skin. They were there to be close 
to nature, to be one with the world around them. 


It didn't matter if they caught anything. In the evening, they would return to their campsite, cold and 
wet, but happy. They would be greeted by their wives and children, who would have prepared a 
delicious meal of farm-raised fish. They would eat and laugh and tell stories, and they would create 
new memories that would last a lifetime. 


The fishermen were fishing for a dream. They were fishing for a memory. And they were catching 
them both. 


I grew up near Fort Belvoir, Virginia, a military base just outside of Washington, D.C. There was a 
man-made lake on the base that was stocked with fish, mostly herring. The fish were not very good 
to eat, but they were fun to catch. 


Every year, when the rains came and it was time for the fish to spawn, they would migrate up the 
stream that ran through the base. At a certain point, the stream passed under Route 1, and the fish 
would get stuck in a small pool below the bridge. This pool was teeming with fish, and it was a 
popular spot for fishermen. 


I was never much of a fisherman, but I loved to watch the people who were. They would come from 
all over, young and old, men and women. They would set up their fishing poles and nets, and they 
would spend hours catching the fish. 


The fish when spawning were unable to jump back up into the concrete pipe gap and make it back 
to the lake; as a result a small pool near the highway created from the pipe drop-off was teaming 
with fish. Fisherman flocked to the spot along Route 1, and were netting and snagging fish, which 
sadly could not be eaten due to their contamination. They had great fun breaking minnow nets and 
fishing lines from all the fish. 


As a young boy, I obtained a sturdy large fishing net about five foot square with large netting so as 
not to entrain minnows and small fry. I went down the the bridge and dropped the net in the water 
from the overhead bridge. I could barely lift it from the water it was so full of fish, I quickly filled 
several five gallon plastic buckets with fish. They were all herring, and not edible from pollution. I 
sold buckets of them for very low cost giving them away for free to pet owners seeking fish for 
their cats. 


The people fishing left shortly afterward, I had broken the spell or dream, and harsh polluted reality 
had quenched the fantasy. I then realized, they were not fishing to catch the fish, they were fishing 
to catch a memory of their youth. I never returned to that fishing hole by the bridge on Route 1, I 
wanted those people to catch the memory; which they; were fishing for. 


The fishermen cast their lines, dreaming of a time when the river was teeming with fish. They 
remembered the days when they could catch white perch, striped bass, American shad, walleye, 
northern pike, and many other species. They dreamed of the days when the water was clear and the 
air was fresh. They remembered the days when they could spend hours outdoors, enjoying the 
beauty of the river and the company of their friends. 


But those days were gone. The river was polluted and the fish were gone. The fishermen knew that 
they would never catch anything, but they didn't care. They were fishing for a memory. They were 
fishing for a time when life was simpler and happier. 


The fishermen cast their lines and waited. They talked and laughed and told stories. They watched 
the sun set and the stars come out. They enjoyed the peace and quiet. And they remembered. 


BEARS 


With work comes danger, and in my mind, the most dangerous animals in the park are bears. The 
most dangerous of all bears is the grizzly. 


One day, while climbing a trail from the forest into a meadow, we came across a grizzly bear. I had 
never seen a grizzly bear outside of a zoo, and it was massive. It seemed the size of an elephant, 
with gigantic, powerful claws and a beautiful coat of fur. We all slowly backed down the trail, 
quietly as possible, so as not to disturb or attract its attention. We took note of the wind direction 
and realized that the bear had not seen or smelled us. We waited a while, as the bear continued to 
graze and search for food. We needed to get work done, but we could not wait for hours. A bold, 
reckless individual decided to startle the bear by throwing a rock at it from a distance. The rock 
landed downhill, and the noise got the bear's attention. It ran downhill, crashing through the brush 
and breaking branches as it ran off in the same general direction. We waited a bit, and then quietly 
and cautiously continued up the trail. I wondered if I would live to see another summer, and I was 
concerned about the sanity of the people I was working with. At some point during my time 
working in the park, my view of bears changed. I strove to keep a wide distance from them to avoid 
a deadly confrontation. 


Bears are mostly grassland animals, eating small animals and plants. They overturn rocks and logs 
for snacks, hence the need for large, powerful claws. They have a great sense of smell. 

From the park's perspective, we were expendable. The focus was on the animals and nature. So on 
occasions of bear closures, park repairs and maintenance were performed. At times we provided 
entertainment of suspense and danger for park visitors as they watched us from the safety of the 
“visitor center”, inspecting board walkways with bears roaming about. 


There are areas in the park that are mostly desolate and full of bears. The trails in these areas were 
maintained by the bear crew. The bear crew consisted of two guys who carried with them at all 
times loaded rifles, and rode on trained horses clearing trails in the grassland areas. They were 
rugged, experienced individuals who lived and camped at night in tents, riding and clearing trails by 
day. Cold and rain did not deter them, nor the heat, ticks, and mosquitoes. They were expert 
marksmen who worked the grassland trails and studied the bears. They knew the bears by location 
and personality, giving some of them names. They were dead serious when it came to bears, one of 
them had scars to prove it, the other nightmarish memories of an attacked co-worker. 

Here are some additional facts about bears: 


*Bears are omnivores, meaning they eat both plants and animals. 

*Bears are large mammals, with the largest species being the polar bear, which can weigh up to 
1,500 pounds. 

*Bears are found in North America, Europe, Asia, and South America. 

*Bears are solitary animals, except for when they are mating or raising cubs. 

*Bears are known for their intelligence and adaptability. 

*Bears are also known for their strength and power. 


It is important to be aware of bears when you are in bear country. Bears can be dangerous, but they 
are also beautiful and majestic creatures. By understanding bears and respecting their space, we can 
all help to keep ourselves and bears safe. 


The inspection of the boardwalk was complete, so we rode together in a large truck back towards 
the entrance. For some reason, the conversation in the cab evolved into one about backfiring cars, 
and a discussion of what actually happens when it backfires. To prove a point, the person driving 


the large truck down the mountain pass decided to create backfire conditions in the exhaust system. 
The truck indeed backfired with a terrific explosion, which ruptured the truck's muffler, causing the 
creation of loud truck engine sounds for each time the piston exhaust valve opened. Upon arrival 
back at the main office, the truck was taken into the shop for repairs, explaining that a loud 
explosion was heard while driving it. The mechanic made note that a newly installed muffler had 
ruptured without explanation. A scratch mark was made above the supervisor's door frame, another 
point. 


It was not a totally malicious act. The truck had been taken in earlier to get a full checkup and 
inspection, but the mechanic in a hurry pencil-whipped the checklist and failed to check and correct 
problems with the hydraulic braking system, which had worn and misadjusted brakes. "Blowing the 
muffler" put it out of service and forced the mechanic shop to correct the unsafe braking system. 


That weekend, I joined others from the bunkhouse on a ride up to the Canadian side of Glacier Park, 
known as Waterton Lakes. I had only been to Canada once before, when I was very young. At the 
time, a passport was not needed if your visit was less than three days; you only needed to show your 
driver's license for permission to cross into Canada. It was a very scenic ride, and along the way I 
learned a great deal from various conversations. We stopped briefly at Prince Edward Island and 
went into the historic and very impressive hotel lobby, where an impressive-sounding piano was 
being played by a famous guest pianist. 


We had intended to take a boat ride back into the States, but the boat schedule would have made us 
arrive very late, and we needed to work the following day. We opted to take a quick tour around the 
small town, taking in the sights and checking out a few of the tourist shops, but found nothing of 
real interest. We then drove back. That evening upon arrival back at the bunkhouse, a California 
firefighter who was now working on the fire crew at Glacier Park gave an impressive slide talk 
presentation. The presentation had before, during, and after pictures, and showed the course of 
regrowth after several years. 


Every workday was a bit different. Unlike flipping burgers, there was no real routine. Roads are 
essentially improved trails. The park roads in several places needed patching, and some bridges 
needed extra support so they would not collapse under the weight of a D-9 CAT dozer needed to 
pull a road grader out from the mountainside where it had slid, nearly killing the operator. Most of 
Mac's crew had called in sick or were on vacation, so we learned the basics of road repair and spent 
the day tarring and patching asphalt. The following day, Brad and Robert directed and worked on 
structural bridge reinforcements with large wood beams to prevent them from collapsing. Trail 
crews worked together in icy cold water, hammering large metal spikes into massive wooden 
beams. It was difficult work in the swift water. The remainder of the week was spent repairing wood 
footbridges, with some painting to make them look fresh and new. 


We did not always spend a full five-day work week working out of the Sperry cabin. At times we 
came down a day earlier to work on other needed projects at lower elevations. As the summer 
progressed, my physical condition and strength improved to a great extent, and it became easier to 
keep up with the strenuous intensity of my work peers. It did not seem like a job anymore; it 
became a fun challenge to complete the daily tasks, and the scenery was terrific. I began to feel like 
I was camping and enjoying the park. 


The day started out like any other as we headed into another area closed due to bear activity and 
sightings. We were doing standard trail work, including lightly painting picnic tables and outhouses 
at the campground end of the trail by a large lake. This time, Robert's and Brad's crews would be 
working together to complete the needed tasks in a timely manner. The area was closed to tourists 


and visitors, so Robert figured he had nothing to worry about. The fish were running in the nearby 
stream, and he was going to do some fishing on the side. He had a fishing license. 


Robert that day wore an old army jacket with his name tag stitched to the front. In it was a folding 
fishing pole and a stringer for the fish he was going to catch, along with his lunch and two-way 
radio. Robert had no concerns about bears. He only thought of those tasty fish running in the nearby 
stream. 


The four of us—Brad, Steve, myself, and Tom from Robert's crew—had worked up the trail to the 
campground and begun painting the picnic tables. Jan was working that day on Randal's crew. 
During the day, Randal made a pass at Jan, and she kicked him in the crotch, putting a damper on 
his romantic intentions. Robert began his fishing, and we were painting away. 


After a while, a call came on the two-way radio from the park ranger's office. It sounded urgent. 
They were asking about Robert. We explained that Robert was working on the lower section of the 
trail, and we were painting up at the campground area. 


Then, all hell broke loose on the radio. It seems that a visitor had signed a waiver and was given 
permission to use the trail and enter the area. The visitor, upon walking up the trail, had spotted a 
bear which was ripping apart a military jacket. The visitor made loud noises, scaring off the bear, 
then grabbed the jacket and ran back to the park ranger station. The tattered and torn jacket had 
blood stains on it! They were concerned that the bear had attacked Robert and had dragged his body 
off somewhere! They were unable to get Robert to respond to his two-way radio! 

We stopped painting to listen in on the radio conversations. 


Brad, have your work crew stay where they are! Remain alert! We have a bear on the 
rampage! 


Meanwhile, Robert was fishing away and had caught his limit. He noted some bears also "fishing" 
the stream, but thought nothing of it. Robert had placed his jacket on the trail side to mark the place 
where he had buried his two-way radio under some leaves so he would not drop it in the water 
while fishing. He had returned to the trail, and was able to hear the radio as it broke squelch from 
time to time but was unable to locate where he had placed it, since the jacket marking the spot was 
missing. 


Meanwhile, up the trail, we were concerned that Robert would get caught fishing on work time, and 
more seriously, we worried that he may have been attacked by a bear! 


The radio conversations and traffic intensified. The park supervisor himself began coordinating a 
massive park-wide search and rescue. The local hospital was notified to expect a possible bear 
attack victim. Park rangers on horseback were dispatched with armed and loaded weapons, park 
visitors were evacuated from various nearby areas and campgrounds. Notifications were sent out, 
and a search helicopter began operation. Park search and rescue operations began in a coordinated 
manner and were giving updates of ongoing events as they transpired. A park ranger on horseback 
and armed with live ammo, stopped by our area and began proceeding down the trail towards where 
Robert was supposed to be working. The chatter on the radio was intense. 


Then Robert found his radio and did a routine check call, “This is Robert checking in, I thought I 
heard my name.” 


The radio went to dead silence for what seemed like hours. Then came the voice of the main park 
supervisor, “Are you alright?” 


Robert responded, “I am fine, who are you?” 


In response the park supervisor gave his name followed by “the park supervisor.” followed with 
“we have your blood stained jacket at the rangers office.” 


Then came a stand down directive by the park supervisor, and we gave a sigh of relief that Robert 
was indeed alright. 


I don't know the full details of the event but it sure stirred things up. From Robert's conversation 
with us after retrieving his jacket from the ranger station on his perspective of the events. 

There is a little more to the story, you see Robert put a tuna fish sandwich in his jacket pocket for 
lunch which was never found, the bear attracted by the tuna fish, found his jacket and ate the 
sandwich. The blood stains were from gutting out a deer on a previous hunting trip, the jacket was 
already heavily worn and tattered. 


He did get his quota of fish which he had on a stringer, and placed them in the stream until he was 
able to sneak them home for dinner along with freshly picked huckleberries; that night as it was 
Friday the end of the work week. The score keeping seemed to drift after this stunt, which took it to 
a whole new level of danger. I will let you find above the trail crew office building door frame, the 
number of points Robert received. 


This was an exciting and dangerous event. I'm glad that Robert was okay in the end. 


Had the bear and Robert met on the trail while Robert was wearing the jacket which contained a 
tuna fish sandwich the outcome could have gone far worse. When you travel to Glacier National 
Park its best not to invite danger by doing foolish things. 


The work week over, I arrived back at the bunkhouse and attended to personal tasks, which 
included doing the laundry at a nearby laundromat. Tom was somewhat irritated with the 
performance of the large industrial dryers, which never seemed to get your clothes dry after the 
washing, no matter how many coins you paid. So, in some manner or fashion, he got the vendor 
keys which are used to unlock the dryer coin boxes, and to change the filters and do repairs. Tom, in 
illegal fashion, was determined to have dry clothes, which did not need additional airing to rid them 
of dampness. To cover the deed, a sort of illegal laundry party of about fifteen park workers took 
place at the laundromat that day for a few hours. The party included some pizza feasting and loud 
rock music as Tom began opening the cabinets of the industrial dryers. 


Now, I did need to get laundry done, and did not want to cheat the owner of any profits. Tom, 
however, had opened every dryer unit and, finding the filters fully clogged, removed them. Then, he 
turned up the gas flow to max heat on the dryer setting, making it as hot as a pizza oven. To make 
his message clear, he took all the coins from the various coin boxes and clogged up the coin box to 
overflowing on one of the dryers, with the coins removed from the other dryer units. He then 
bypassed the dryer coin boxes so that the dryers would operate at “full tilt”. I, did my best to be 
honest and put coins into the clogged coin box, based on estimated time for drying, which at this 
point was about 15 minutes for a fully loaded dryer, with your laundry completely dry roasted, and 
sterilized from the heat. Just before the laundry “party” ended, Tom put cleaned filters back into the 
dryer units and restored them to previous operation settings, leaving the one dryer clogged with 
coins, and dirty filter. | am sure the owner was a bit puzzled when he went to empty and maintain 
the units. 


This was a mischievous act, but it was also kind of funny. I'm glad that Tom was able to get 
his laundry done, and I'm sure the other park workers enjoyed the party. 


At Sperry Glacier the trails had melted off to a great degree, and a full work detail was no longer 
needed to man the Sperry work cabin. Near Granite Park Chalet a campground was closed after a 
campers food which was suspended and elevated to discourage it from bears was raided, in “Yogi 
Bear” fashion. To prevent problems, the campground was temporarily closed giving opportunity to 
maintain the campground area and replace the outhouse or privy. In lower elevations the outhouses 
rarely needed to be filled in and dug in a new location. At the higher elevations many of the 
outhouses were blasted in solid rock, and needed seasonal repositioning, looking for a location with 
as much dirt as possible to make the task easier. I was assigned to assist the trail crew at Granite, as 
the campground had been neglected for some time needing extensive work to restore it to 
presentable condition, and to dig a new outhouse. 


The trail leading to Granite Chalet started at a higher elevation and seemed more open and for me 
scenic, as the grassland flowers seemed to be in bloom in great abundance in mid July. The work 
crew cabin at Granite was a bit more rustic made of heavy thick logs and a door to match with 
heavy hinges that seemed to date to medieval times. More prone to bear visitations due to its 
grassland like nature the work cabin and Granite Chalet were built to withstand powerful intrusion 
attempts of bears. The work on the nearby campground progressed. I was given brief training on 
how to use a Cobra drill, one of the few times gas powered equipment was used. The Cobra drill as 
we Called it was a gas powered impact drill used to bore in solid rock and as you can imagine makes 
the noise of an impact jack hammer, as it chips and bores. The process is slow and labor intensive, 
first drilling holes then Robert would place the charges and blast, then I would dig out rock debris 
created by the blast, as the hole for the septic box framework of wood got deeper the task of 
drilling, blasting, and digging became more difficult. The drilling noise and blasting gave me some 
comfort as I felt confident any bear in the nearby area would be discouraged and abandon its efforts 
due to the noise and racket. 


Robert by luck and opportunity had obtained several pounds of bear meat from an old hunting 
buddy. The trail crew at Granite pooled together for food supplies to save a bit on costs and to make 
meal prep and cleanup a bit easier. I had never eaten bear meat before and Robert was a bit unsure 
on the best way to garnish the heavy gamely flavor of black bear. I suggested adding some 
vegetable soup to the ground bear. The resulting meal had a distinctive odor when cooking, and a 
not unpleasant bear flavor upon the eating. The meal was done with reverence to the animal which 
had given its life, with some flowers and lit candles upon the table, and formal meal grace spoken. 


In the evenings, I ventured over to the Granite Park Chalet to visit it's employees. Most of these 
contracted employees were young college age women with even disposition, supervised by a guy, 
with the leadership of a ships captain of even disposition with great depth and wisdom. He not only 
supervised his charges but maintained an even keel with them, playing cards, and socializing with 
them in the evening hours, after park visitor needs had been attended. The Granite trail crew was 
welcomed company, unlike my encounter at Sperry. Over the course of several evenings, I came to 
learn a great many things in the conversations which abounded while playing cards and some board 
games. I learned first hand from some of those present; of a bear attack which resulted in death. A 
grizzly, painful story which I was able carefully extract in detail over several nights, gaining an 
understanding of its full perspective. I had the unique opportunity to talk with individuals present at 
the time it happened. Talking with them individually, outside of group conversation, in isolated 
areas. An unforeseen terrifying story documented in books, and movie format. Should you have 
the desire, you are encouraged to read “Night of the Grizzlies” by Jack Olsen for an account of 
transpired events. In the evening hours after dusk and with no flashlight, we would simply walk 
back to our work cabin under the light of the stars and moon. 


It was getting late that evening, Robert remained at Granite Chalet to finish up an engrossing board 
game. Tom and I began walk back to the work cabin only a short distance away, the partly lit moon 
providing illumination along the trail. Robert was about to spend the night at Chalet, and we were 
about to take a longer hike back to the work crew cabin. We were walking along, then in the dim 
light a large animal, a bear! moved about fifteen feet in front of us. We instantly froze, we had 
short whispered conversation, neither of us could make out where the bear had went. I was deeply 
concerned with my survival, since we could no longer see the bear, we did not know if it had moved 
further from us and closer to the work cabin, or if it had moved to the side of the trail. We could 
split up hoping the bear would only attack one of us, or remain together the whispered conversation 
went. We opted to slowly retrace our steps, then walked a wide circle in the dim light toward the 
work cabin, unsure of the bears position. The bear had not attacked so we felt some assurance that 
the bear may have been somewhat fearful of us, just as we were a bit fearful of the bear. The wide 
hike made slowly took awhile as we took care looking about in the dim moon lite. Eventually we 
safely made it to the work cabin and made a radio call back to the Chalet of the bear encounter. The 
Chalet made sure all the doors were secure and notified the tourists, in case the bear was moving in 
that direction. Robert not having a flashlight, remained at the Chalet until early next morning. 
Strange as it may seem, I do not recall any of us having a simple flashlight. We had a gas lantern, 
but not a flashlight among us. The remainder of my visits at Granite Chalet ended at sunset before it 
got dark. 


In looking back at my visits to Granite park chalet, I remember one employee who seemed deeply 
distressed and had not come to terms with the horrifying bear attack. She seemed deeply troubled, 
and on occasion would smoke a bit of pot. She had an unnatural ability to commune with the 
wildlife which she demonstrated to me. As I walked along with her outside she slowly walked up to 
a deer with an outstretched hand telling me the deer was her friend which had been killed in the 
bear attack. To the amazement of myself and nearby tourists who were watching us from a 
distance, the deer walked toward her and briefly sniffed at her hand as she talked quietly, then the 
deer turned slowly and walked away. I was speechless, I had no words to console her troubled soul. 
It would be my final week at Granite Park, the outhouse work was just about finished. There was 
still some dynamite left unused from the seasons work. Normally the dynamite would be destroyed 
by simply burning it in a clean burning fire, as it could not be stored for use from season to season. 
It was too costly and risky to return it to the manufacturer for refund, and like eggs or milk has an 
expiration date, after which it may “sweat” making it very dangerous to handle. Tom seeking to 
evade work in the deconstruction of the old outhouse wanted to use the remaining dynamite to 
“blow up” the old outhouse. In a crazy radio transmission heard park wide on the radio, he asked 
the trails supervisor for permission to use dynamite in the destruction of the old outhouse. The trails 
supervisor responded with a firm NO!, then went on to say, “I think you have been up there in the 
mountains a bit too long”. Tom then set about tearing apart the old rotten and shaky outhouse with 
crowbar and hammer. Celebrating the accomplishment by burning it in a small blaze along with the 
unused dynamite. 


Meanwhile, Brad who despised the old lady at Sperry Glacier had heard the outhouse radio request 
and got an idea; for one last chance; to even the point score with Robert. The amount of dynamite 
that needed burning at Granite was relatively small, since much of it had been used in blasting the 
new outhouse. In contrast at the Sperry Glacier, one hundred pounds of 60/40 strength dynamite 
remained to be destroyed. The old lady would always boast she woke up at the “crack of dawn”. So 
in a manner of speaking; dawn was about to crack. I was at sleeping peacefully in the work crew 
cabin at Granite. Meanwhile, early morning the remaining crew at Sperry set up to eliminate the 
remaining dynamite, and shake loose any rocks that might roll down a rock embankment onto a 
nearby trail. Early morning I was awakened by an explosion sound miles distant, soon followed by 
the panic sounding voice of an old lady on the two-way radio. At the crack of dawn, one hundred 


pounds of dynamite placed on the ground surface was detonated, the rock face acted to focus the 
concussion or blast wave towards the Sperry Chalet, breaking windows at a distance of about %4 of 
a mile away. On the radio when they inquired if the trail crew at Sperry heard anything, they replied 
they heard what sounded like a typical sonic boom from an aircraft. When I visited Sperry for one 
last time late in the season, I was told and shown the area, which looked like some UFO landing 
site, with burnt and leveled vegetation. A few rocks were dislodged from the rock face posing no 
future hazard. We all came to agreement on the UFO story with the sonic boom if anyone were to 
ask us directly. 


Bradley, a name I chose to represent his personality and character of a Bradley fighting vehicle or 
tank, mobile across terrain, sturdy under adverse conditions, with unmatched strength and 
endurance, was not irresponsible in setting off one hundred pounds of dynamite. Bradley was a man 
of higher ground, a man who lived life to the fullest each and every day, cherishing wildlife and 
mountains. In truth, the dynamite charge was designed to dislodge loose rocks on a steep rock faced 
incline that poised a danger in falling. It is just that Bradley, in a mischievous manner, forgot to 
notify Sperry Chalet employees, in particular a disingenuous ninety something old lady with a 
rotten attitude toward government park workers. The early morning detonation just before daybreak 
was done with safety in mind. The dark early morning twilight, made it highly unlikely that tourists 
would be roaming about off trail. The charge was placed in an area to minimize damage to 
vegetation, a spot, which in conjunction with its distance from the rock face, focused the blast wave 
causing it to be more powerful than expected, when it reached the Chalet. 


Earlier in the season, while blasting snow from the trails in daylight hours, an occasional tourist 
wandering off of the trail, endangered themselves by entering the blasting zone which had been 
clearly marked by signs, and guarded by lookout safety spotters. The marauding individuals 
somehow always seemed to evade detection and entered the blast area after electrical detonation 
connections had been made, and just before firing the line. Putting themselves and park employees 
at risk. The trail crews work hard to maintain trails, sadly each season there are some that simply 
ignore the use of trails, wandering all about the park, falling or sliding down shale rock, or 
becoming buried in spring snow avalanches until some scavenging animal eats their remains. If you 
stay on the trails in your hiking you are less likely to get injured. If you are injured on a trail, it is 
much easier to get you to medical help in an expedient manner. 


Along the trail to Sperry Glacier is a stream which flows down from the higher elevations and 
merges into Lake McDonald. It flows over sharp rocks with turbulent force and for some reason in 
the late summer people wander a bit from the trail and sunbathe in the nude in the stream. One one 
occasion a lady cut her foot rather deeply on the rocks a short distance from the trail head. We were 
just leaving in the park truck to return to the main park shop complex when a radio call came in of a 
nude lady needing assistance. One of her teenage kids had run back down the trail to elicit help. 
When that call came over the radio you would not believe the response that followed. Every guy in 
the park responded!, giving an estimated time of arrival. As our crew was closest, they reported in 
and RAN! Up the trail trying to locate the nude lady in distress. I was commanded to remain with 
the tools and vehicle so it would not get stolen. The remainder of the crew returned shortly, using a 
two man hand seat (created using interlocking hands of two people) to carry the nude lady, which 
had been covered in blanket, her wound temporarily dressed with some bandage material taken 
from the trucks first aid kit. She was placed in an escorted park vehicle and taken to medical care. 
When asked about the rescue they would only say; she was very attractive, with a very big smile. A 
tribute to the dedication of park employees in performing successful rescues. 


It was very near the end of the season, we had returned to working on the lower trails. From time to 
time we would stop at the Apgar Visitor Center restaurant one of the few commercial enterprises 
allowed to operate in the park. It was a treasured stop and opportunity to eat massive sugar frosted 


cinnamon rolls before working on the daily list of projects. We limited the time for our morning 
break, the sugar from those rolls providing plenty of energy to tackle work projects. It was near the 
last week of the season, we had decided to earn a complete day goofing-off (not working) We 
completed all the work tasks on the assigned list of projects and it was only 10:00 am we now had 
a six and a half hour break to mess about until 4:30pm we started by eating as many cinnamon rolls 
as we could, then pretended to be tourists walking about with camera's and sunglasses taking in the 
sights. Getting bored we decided to go cruising taking a park truck up the Logan Pass visitor center 
located midway in the park at the peak; of the going to the sun highway which meanders through 
the park. We were now about thirty five miles from where our assigned work projects were located. 
We were climbing up the pass and had just passed the final point or Loop where you could turn 
around before reaching the Logan Pass Visitor Center. The Loop is a big switchback of the road as it 
climbs steeply up into the mountains. We were enjoying sights and chatting among ourselves then a 
rescue call came in over the radio. A park visitor had sighted someone, fallen below the trail near 
Weeping Wall, wearing brown colored clothing. In the radio chatter they were calling on the fire 
crew for assistance, as is normal. The crew responded with an estimated time of arrival at forty 
minutes. Then a second radio call came from supervisor giving his location as coming down the 
pass in our direction to help with search operations. We had just passed the Weeping Wall area, and 
there was no turn around to avoid the supervisor who was driving in our direction. We had to think 
quick! 

Brad who was driving, passed the radio to Steve, “Tell them something!” Steve responded on the 
radio with some hesitation as he improvised the story, “ We are uh... on the way to the rescue, we 
are ...at.. er.. on the highway going to the visitor center, just passed the Weeping Wall area....” He 
released the push to talk button, the supervisor responded, “Why are you on the way to the visitor 
center?” Brad talking with Steve, “ Tell them you are going to the Logan Pass visitor center to pick 
me up , checking on the boardwalk” Steve responding on the radio, “We need to pick up .... me, I. 
I mean.. Brad at the visitor center and turn around to come back down to the Weeping Wall turnout. 
What is your present position?”, seeking to estimate the driving time encounter with the supervisor 
headed downhill on the road. The supervisor reported back his position, then asked, “How did you 
guys get here so quick?”, Steve responded, “We were working in the area.” then releases radio talk 
button. Brad talking in the truck, “Quick pass me your hat, if he sees me driving the truck we are 
all toasted.” Brad receives a baseball cap, quickly puts it on and crouches low in the seat so he can 
barely see above the steering wheel. We were all going head long into trouble, with no place to 
hide! About thirty seconds later around one of the turns comes a park vehicle with the supervisor 
driving, Brad crouches ever lower in the driving seat trying to hide his appearance with the baseball 
cap. The supervisor sees us looking directly into the truck, then a short moment he radios, “ Who's 
that small guy driving? Don't recognize him.” Steve radios back, “ Its that new guy .... er..a... 
mumbles” releases push to talk button on radio. Supervisor on the radio, “Oh you mean, .. Mike .. 
this rescue will be good experience, you guys show him the ropes.” We continued up the highway 
and turned around in the visitor center parking lot, opened and closed the vehicle door once, then 
someone in the group said, “Hello, Brad your driving, we need to stop at Weeping Wall turnout for a 
rescue.” 


In short order we reached the Weeping Wall turnout, A park ranger arrived a few moments earlier, 
some tourists using camera's and binoculars were sweeping the area visually for any sign of the 
person that needed rescue. Brad started up the steep incline which seemed to be at least a forty-five 
degree angle, and like a mountain goat headed straight up the mountainside, followed by Steve, and 
myself. The park ranger made only a few strides before becoming winded from the high altitude, 
and returned to the turnout, to manage traffic and tourists in the turnout area. We were spaced about 
twenty feet apart proceeding up the mountainside, I was winded and struggled to keep up with Brad 
who outpaced us all. Others in our work crew came up from the sides of our traverse, a bit slower 
paced. The onlooking crowd grew with interest of the rescue work. I did not see anyone in the 
brush along the way, the going was difficult, eventually we reached a trail which meanders far 


above the Weeping Wall with an unbelievable scenic view. We quickly paced along both directions 
of the trail looking for a downfallen individual. Then we spotted brown mountain big horn sheep 
moving in the brush below the trail. Sweeping the area several times, we concluded that a tourist 
had mistaken the big horn moving in the brush to be a person. 


After the “rescue” had been completed we drove back up to the visitor center to check the field of 
flowers. The weather had turned quickly, I stood for a few moments in the cold air, as it began to 
snow, big heavy flakes of wet snow, falling quietly upon the wildflowers. Summer had ended; soon 
the snowfalls would reach downwards into valleys and recesses. In a few days most areas of the 
park would be closed, in a week or so the main gates would close. It was time to return to Helena, 
Montana, fall semester would begin in a few short weeks. 


Arriving back at the bunk house after a long exhaustive day, I was given some sign-out paperwork 
to complete. In the paperwork was a submission form to work the following summer season. I 
paused; taking a long look at my memories of the summer season, I had worked, with the 
realization; there could never be again, a season, so rich in memory and savored for all I had learned 
along the way. It was a once in a lifetime experience that could never be repeated or matched. Bob 
was retiring, the seasoned trail crew leaders would not return next season, the college students 
would graduate and work other jobs dedicated to preservation of nature and it's study. For each spot 
unfilled, one thousand qualified applicants would apply, seeking lifelong memories. Seeking an 
opportunity to work a single summer season in Glacier National Park, I felt compelled not to deny 
them that chance. Slowly with resolve in my decision, I read two printed lines: 


[] Will RETURN to work next season. 
[] Will NOT return to work next season. 


I placed an X in the Box next to “Will NOT return .... ”. 


I never regretted the choice; over the years my hair thinned and turned to gray; from time to time, I 
recall with a far deeper richness, than I can ever put in words, my experiences and joy of that 
summer season long ago. 


.... And me, well I returned to Helena, Montana, finished schooling in electronics, and went on to 
work as a Broadcast Engineer at a television station in Montana. Working weekends at a remote 
mountain transmitter site, enjoying occasional visits from wildlife animals. 


The dream ends.: 


Parched from the hot sun of a summer day, a weary traveler walked out of the woods, from the tree 
line into the meadow. He pulled from his pocket a lens. He stooped low and began to look at a spot 
on the swampy ground as if he were studying some insect or small plant. On the ground, a small 
spot of light appeared; after a moment came a small pop, sounding like a kernel of popcorn. 


There was a brilliant flash of light, and an immense octagon-shaped structure with vertical rods and 
cylinders appeared in the meadow. A small, square label—a bit of black with white lettering— 
attached to a piece of the structure read “AN-GRD-6.” Nearby, a small block building about the size 
of a tool shed appeared. The traveler walked over to the building and made some adjustments to the 
equipment inside, then walked over to the structure and placed his finger on the small label. The 
structure began making a strange fracturing sound. 


Our small group of kids playing about in the park stopped and approached, curious about what was 
going on. In a gentle but firm voice, he said, “Need you all to keep back a bit. Just stand over there 
and you can watch as I perform a magic trick.” He walked over and handed a magnifying lens to 
Tracy, saying, “You young scientists can have this; it makes small things seem larger. It’s a long 
travel this time, and I don’t know if Ill make it back this way again.“He pulled a small black rock 
from his pocket, looked at it momentarily, said to himself, “I think I know just the place,” and then 
placed it back into his pocket. The sky over the center of the structure turned very dark, with stars 
appearing as if it were night. The air about smelled crisp as after a summer rain shower, glowing 
bands began to appear about the contraption, and a gentle breeze began to blow. 


Then the traveler pulled out a large bag and threw handfuls of popcorn kernels at the perimeter. The 
popcorn began popping and circling about the array and seemed to mark or make visible some sort 
of energy rotating around the outside of the contraption. As the popcorn became more dense the 
kids noticed abstract cloud like formations of birds, animals, and objects. Then Tracy shouted, 
“Look! Can you see it? It looks like a Flying Popcorn Monster!” Upon that comment the traveler 
facing the audience of kids removed his large top hat, bowed slightly then turned and walked to the 
center of the structure. On the perimeter, bands of reddish color began to appear with round, deeper 
red dots appearing in a patterned movement in step with the fractal sound. Within moments, a 
blinding flash occurred, and a thunderous boom—the wave of air—causing us to loose balance. 
Suddenly all became quiet again; looking about, we could see nothing of the structure or building, 
and it had all vanished. The sky was clear, and all was as it had been before the stranger came. 


We all stared at where the structure had been. There was no way anyone would believe what had 
happened. In the distant sky, we saw dark clouds of a summer rainstorm approaching; we hurried 
home. 


GLOSSARY OF TERMS 


AC - AC is an electrical term for alternating current, in which the direction of the current 
periodically reverses at a given rate. The rate of reversal is called the frequency, and is measured in 
hertz (Hz). Typical US electrical power alternates at a rate of 60 Hz, which makes it easier to build 
clock motors. AC is generated by an alternator or AC generator, which uses a magnetic field to 
induce an electric current in a coil of wire. 


Anapole dark energy containment — Anapole dark matter containment is a hypothetical 
technology that could be used to capture and store dark matter. Dark matter is a form of invisible 
matter that makes up about 85% of the universe. It is thought to be made up of particles called 
Majorana fermions, which have a donut-shaped electromagnetic field, or anapole. The anapole 
makes these particles difficult to detect because they are electrically neutral. Anapole particles must 
move rapidly before being detected through interactions using known detection methods. Anapole 
dark matter containment would work by creating a strong magnetic field that would trap the anapole 
particles. The particles would then be stored in a special container until they could be studied 
further. Anapole dark matter containment is still a theoretical technology, but it has the potential to 
revolutionize our understanding of dark matter. If it is successful, it could provide us with a new 
way to study dark matter and learn more about its properties. 


Here are some additional details about anapole dark matter: 

¢Anapole dark matter is thought to be made up of particles called Majorana fermions. These 
particles are similar to electrons, but they have a different property called chirality. Chirality is a 
property of particles that determines how they interact with the electromagnetic field. Electrons are 
left-chiral particles, while Majorana fermions are right-chiral particles. 

*The anapole field is a donut-shaped electromagnetic field that is created by Majorana fermions. 
This field is what makes Majorana fermions difficult to detect. The anapole field is so weak that it 
does not interact with the electromagnetic field in the same way that other particles do. This makes 
it very difficult to detect using traditional methods. 

*Anapole dark matter particles must move rapidly before they can be detected through interactions 
using known detection methods. This is because the anapole field is only generated when the 
particle is moving. When the particle is at rest, the anapole field disappears. This makes it very 
difficult to detect dark matter particles that are not moving. 

*Anapole dark matter containment is a hypothetical technology that could be used to capture and 
store dark matter. This technology would work by creating a strong magnetic field that would trap 
the anapole particles. The particles would then be stored in a special container until they could be 
studied further. 

¢Anapole dark matter containment is still a theoretical technology, but it has the potential to 
revolutionize our understanding of dark matter. If it is successful, it could provide us with a new 
way to study dark matter and learn more about its properties. 


| If matter is a stable form of energy, as per the book's story, then anapole dark matter can be 
converted to anapole dark energy. If the conversion is done efficiently, the energy derived from the 
matter results in self-contained energy, or anapole dark energy containment. ] 


Anapolized — Anapolized is a term used to describe a process of treating materials with an anapole 
field. Anapole fields are donut-shaped electromagnetic fields that are created by certain types of 
particles, such as Majorana fermions. Anapolized materials have a number of potential applications, 
including in the fields of quantum computing and dark matter detection. To anapolize a material, it 
is first necessary to create an anapole field. This can be done by using a strong magnetic field to 


create a vortex of electrons. The electrons then form a donut-shaped field around the magnetic field. 
Once the anapole field is created, it can be used to treat materials by exposing them to the field. 
Anapolized materials have a number of potential applications. In the field of quantum computing, 
anapolized materials could be used to create qubits that are more resistant to noise and errors. In the 
field of dark matter detection, anapolized materials could be used to create detectors that are more 
sensitive to dark matter particles. Anapolized materials are still in the early stages of development, 
but they have the potential to revolutionize a number of fields. With further research and 
development, anapolized materials could have a major impact on our understanding of the universe. 


Here are some additional details about anapolization: 

¢Anapolization is a process of treating materials with an anapole field. Anapole fields are donut- 
shaped electromagnetic fields that are created by certain types of particles, such as Majorana 
fermions. 

¢Anapolized materials have a number of potential applications, including in the fields of quantum 
computing and dark matter detection. 

*To anapolize a material, it is first necessary to create an anapole field. This can be done by using a 
strong magnetic field to create a vortex of electrons. The electrons then form a donut-shaped field 
around the magnetic field. 

*Once the anapole field is created, it can be used to treat materials by exposing them to the field. 
*Anapolized materials have a number of potential applications. In the field of quantum computing, 
anapolized materials could be used to create qubits that are more resistant to noise and errors. In the 
field of dark matter detection, anapolized materials could be used to create detectors that are more 
sensitive to dark matter particles. 

¢Anapolized materials are still in the early stages of development, but they have the potential to 
revolutionize a number of fields. With further research and development, anapolized materials could 
have a major impact on our understanding of the universe. 

To disassemble and phase transition exotic magnetic forces by breaking the direction of time and 
space, in the process creating orbital currents. 


Barbed wire — Also known as barb wire or bob wire, generally credited to Joseph Glidden in 1874. 
A multipurpose product used to build containment fencing for animals, conduct electrical signals for 
telegraph, and, after 1876, aid in telephone voice communications. Dry wood posts acted as 
insulation from the ground, some posts using leather, linseed oil paint, corn cobs, and glass bottles 
(usually whiskey) to improve insulating properties. Barbed wire phone systems were generally 
party-line based, connecting together multiple users. Due to the high demand, barbed wire running 
along rail lines was often scavenged or removed (stolen). 


Beam collimator — A beam collimator is a device that changes spherical wave fronts into flatter and 
closer to plane waves (parallel, in step). Spherical wave fronts cause radio beams to diverge, which 
means that they spread out as they travel. A beam collimator lowers the spread as it propagates, or 
moves farther from the source, causing it to narrow along the direction of motion. A perfectly 
collimated radio beam would have no divergence. 

[In this story, the shape of the wave front divergence is altered in a dynamic or modulated fashion 

to send a signal undetected. ] 


Black hole/no gravity (frozen star) — A region of space-time with enormous gravity, preventing 
anything from escaping—including light. Under conditions of stability, a black hole with no gravity 
is created. The event horizon is a narrow region in which the forces of escape velocity and gravity 
are in balance, even though both are moving. A way to visualize this is to “float” a two-foot 
diameter air-filled beach ball. Aim a vacuum cleaner blower hose upward and place the ball into 
the airstream, with careful placement, the ball will appear suspended by the force of air blowing 
upward and that downward pull of gravity. (The actual forces at work are different, Bernoulli’s 
Principle, vacuum fluctuations.) Now imagine a distant black hole pulling upward on the ball and 


the gravity of earth pulling downward, putting escape velocity and gravity in balance. A black hole 
with no gravity is a simple vortex in the flow of dark matter. (Check your library or Internet for 
deeper insight.) 


Blue birch beer soda with a dash of maple syrup — A carbonated soft drink originally made from 
oak bark then later made from the sap of birch trees. The color is based partly on the species of 
birch tree used, but varies depending on brand. Blue birch beer soda has a somewhat 
wintergreen/teaberry distinctive flavor, but the taste varies widely based on formulations.Blue birch 
beer soda is made by combining birch bark extract, sugar, water, and carbon dioxide. The birch bark 
extract gives the soda its unique flavor, while the blue food coloring gives it its distinctive color. 
The soda is then carbonated and bottled. 


Blue wire — In this story, a piece of stranded copper wire, 18-gauge, covered with blue plastic 
insulation. Its function is to capacitively and inductively couple signals (impulse switching glitches) 
from the computer, signaling (bussing) wiring to ground so that it can run in a faster way without 
error. A linear intercapacitive coupler. The end result allowed the computer to operate at higher 
speeds during antenna element switching rotations. 


A grounded insulated wire unconnected at one end can be used to capacitively ground impulse noise 
in a wiring harness by creating a capacitor between the wire and the harness. The capacitor will 
absorb the energy of the impulse noise, preventing it from damaging the wiring harness. The wire is 
typically made of a material that has a high capacitance, such as copper. The harness is typically 
made of a material that has a low capacitance, such as plastic. The two materials are brought into 
close proximity, but not touching, to create the capacitor. 


Capacitive telluric battery — A capacitive telluric battery is a type of battery that uses the Earth's 
natural electric field to store energy. The battery consists of two plates, one of which is buried in the 
ground and the other of which is placed on the surface. The plates are connected by a capacitor, 
which stores the energy from the Earth's electric field. When the battery is discharged, the energy 
stored in the capacitor is released, providing a surge of current. The ice-based capacitive surge is a 
technique that is used to increase the amount of energy that can be stored in a capacitive telluric 
battery. The technique involves freezing water between the two plates of the battery. When the 
water freezes, it expands and creates a pressure difference between the plates. This pressure 
difference creates an electric field, which helps to store more energy in the battery. Capacitive 
telluric batteries have a number of potential applications. They can be used to provide power to 
remote locations, such as those that are not connected to the electrical grid. They can also be used to 
power devices that require a surge of current, such as electric motors and lasers. 


One of the challenges of using capacitive telluric batteries is that they require a large amount of 
land. The plates of the battery must be buried in the ground, which means that they cannot be used 
in urban areas. Another challenge is that the batteries are not very efficient. They lose a lot of 
energy to heat and other factors. Despite these challenges, capacitive telluric batteries are a 
promising new technology. With further research and development, they could be used to provide a 
clean and sustainable source of power. 

[In this story, a telluric battery or earth battery with an ice-based capacitive surge to provide 
extreme currents for short durations] 


Here is a fictional story about a capacitive telluric battery: 

In the year 2042, the world is in the midst of an energy crisis. The demand for energy is increasing, 
while the supply is decreasing. This is due to a number of factors, including the depletion of fossil 
fuels and the rising cost of renewable energy. In this desperate situation, a group of scientists 
develop a new type of battery that uses the Earth's natural electric field to store energy. The battery, 
called a capacitive telluric battery, is a breakthrough technology that could revolutionize the way we 


generate and use energy. The capacitive telluric battery is made up of two plates, one of which is 
buried in the ground and the other of which is placed on the surface. The plates are connected by a 
capacitor, which stores the energy from the Earth's electric field. When the battery is discharged, the 
energy stored in the capacitor is released, providing a surge of current. The capacitive telluric 
battery is a clean and sustainable source of energy. It does not produce any emissions, and it does 
not require the use of any rare or precious materials. The battery is also very efficient, and it can be 
used to power a wide range of devices. The capacitive telluric battery is a game-changer. It has the 
potential to solve the world's energy crisis and to create a more sustainable future. 


Cavitation implosions — Cavitation implosions in water do produce light and radiation. The light is 
produced by the sudden collapse of the bubbles, and the radiation is produced by the high-energy 
shockwaves that are generated. The light is typically blue or violet, and the radiation is typically in 
the ultraviolet range. Cavitation implosions can be harmful to marine life, as they can cause damage 
to cells and tissues. They can also be harmful to machinery, as they can cause erosion and corrosion. 
Cavitation implosions can be prevented by using different materials or designs that reduce the 
formation of bubbles. They can also be prevented by using different operating conditions that 
reduce the pressure fluctuations that cause the bubbles to form. When it collapses, a bubble releases 
energy as an acoustic shock wave and visible light, and can reach thousands of degrees in 
temperature and hundreds of atmospheres in pressure. The light that is produced by cavitation 
implosions is called sonoluminescence. Sonoluminescence is a form of cold light, which means that 
it does not produce heat. The light is produced by the sudden collapse of the bubbles, which heats 
up the water molecules in the vicinity of the bubble. The hot water molecules then emit light as they 
cool down. The radiation that is produced by cavitation implosions is called sonoluminescence 
radiation. Sonoluminescence radiation is a form of non-ionizing radiation, which means that it does 
not have enough energy to remove electrons from atoms or molecules. The radiation is produced by 
the high-energy shock waves that are generated when the bubbles collapse.There is no conclusive 
evidence that cavitation releases neutrons. However, there are some theoretical models that suggest 
that it is possible. 


Cavitation implosions can generate radio emissions. The implosion of a bubble creates a shock 
wave that travels through the water. This shock wave can cause the water to vibrate, and these 
vibrations can generate radio waves. The radio waves produced by cavitation implosions are usually 
very low-power, but they can be detected by sensitive receivers. Cavitation implosions are a 
common phenomenon in many industrial processes. They can also occur in nature, such as in the 
wake of a ship. The radio emissions produced by cavitation implosions can be used to study the 
dynamics of these processes. For example, scientists have used radio emissions to study the 
cavitation that occurs in the wake of a ship. They found that the radio emissions can be used to track 
the movement of the bubbles in the wake. This information can be used to improve the efficiency of 
ships and to reduce the damage caused by cavitation. Cavitation implosions can also be used to 
generate radio waves on purpose. This technique is called "cavitation radio". Cavitation radio is a 
relatively new technology, but it has potential applications in a variety of fields, including 
telecommunications, underwater sensing, and medical imaging. 


[In this story, an electrical charge was used to split water molecules into gas atoms, which 
carbonated the liquid. Spark gaps caused by small distances between aluminum particles on the 
interior surface of the bubbles detonated an implosion (inward direction collapsing explosion), 
combining oxygen and hydrogen atoms back into water molecules, creating sound, generating high- 
frequency radio wave emissions of an impulse nature (ultrawideband emissions), in addition to 
causing a wide range of fusion and atomic reactions due to impurities in standard tap water. The 
shock waves caused cavitation damage to the metal containment and electrodes due to the 
uncompressible nature of water. The sounds of cavitation can be heard in some trees during the 


summer, when the tension of water is sufficient to cause bubbles in its capillary, supplying nutrients 
from the ground. It is the reason you can hear trees “talking” or “barking” in the summer. ] 


CB — Citizens band (CB) radio is a two-way radio communication service authorized by the Federal 
Communications Commission (FCC) for short-distance personal or business use. 

CB radio operates in the VHF and UHF bands, and it is used for a variety of purposes, including: 
*Emergency communications: CB radio can be used to communicate in emergencies, such as 
when a car breaks down or when there is a natural disaster. 

*Roadside assistance: CB radio can be used to get help when you are stranded on the side of the 
road. 

*Business communications: CB radio can be used by businesses to communicate with employees 
and customers. 

*Socializing: CB radio can be used to socialize with other people who are interested in CB radio. 
CB radio is a popular hobby in the United States, and there are many CB radio clubs and 
organizations. CB radio can also be used for commercial purposes, such as by truck drivers and 
construction workers. CB radio is a great way to stay connected with others, and it can be a lot of 
fun. If you are interested in learning more about CB radio, there are many resources available online 
and in libraries. 

Here are some additional details: 

*History: CB radio was first authorized by the FCC in 1945. The service was originally intended 
for use by farmers and other rural residents, but it quickly became popular with a wider range of 
people. 

*Channels: CB radio operates on 40 channels in the VHF and UHF bands. The channels are 
numbered from 1 to 40, and each channel has a different purpose. For example, channel 9 is used 
for emergency communications, and channel 19 is used for general conversation. 

*Power: CB radios are limited to a power output of 4 watts. This means that they cannot transmit 
very far, but they are still useful for communicating within a few miles. 

¢Antennas: CB radios use antennas to transmit and receive signals. The type of antenna you use 
will affect the range of your CB radio. For example, a long antenna will give you a longer range 
than a short antenna. 

*Equipment: CB radios are relatively inexpensive, and you can find them at many electronics 
stores. You will need a CB radio, an antenna, and a power source to get started. 

*Regulations: CB radio is regulated by the FCC. You must follow the FCC's rules and regulations 
when using CB radio. For example, you must use your CB radio in a safe and responsible manner, 
and you must not interfere with other users. 


Chiral anomaly — In quantum field theory, a chiral anomaly is a violation of symmetry under the 
combined operations of parity (P) and charge conjugation (C). This violation occurs when a particle 
and its antiparticle have different masses, and it can be described as a change in the number of 
particles in the Dirac sea. The Dirac sea is a theoretical construct that describes the vacuum state of 
a quantum field theory. It is composed of an infinite sea of particles with negative energy, and these 
particles are said to be "sea fermions." When a particle and its antiparticle have different masses, the 
tunneling process from one vacuum to another through an instanton can cause an upward shift in the 
energy levels of sea fermions and a downward shift for antiparticles. This means that particles that 
were in the Dirac sea become real, having positive energy, and particle creation happens. The chiral 
anomaly has important implications for particle physics. It is responsible for the decay of the neutral 
pion, and it also plays a role in the generation of the baryon asymmetry of the universe. 


[In this story, the basic meaning is conversion of dark energy into particles of matter—matter that 
appears to come from out of nowhere like magic. In case you are wondering, the answer is yes, the 
duplicated array is stored as anapolized dark energy in one of the “spin storage” areas. ] 


Computer microcode — Microcode is a set of elementary instructions that is embedded in the 
microprocessor and translates machine instructions into the circuit layer. It is a type of firmware that 
is not ordinarily addressed by computer programs. Microcode is normally written during the design 
of a processor and is stored in read-only memory or a programmable logic array. 

Microcode is used to correct "logic" errors in overlooked design flaws of transistor circuit logic or 
circuit timing. It also helps to make the computer chip work in a more efficient way. Incorrect 
programming can alter operation in an erratic way, providing false results not easily detected or 
corrected by conventional means. Microcode is typically not documented for the public and differs 
between different production series and masks of the computer chip or core processor. There is 
more than one microsequencer and control store on complex processors. 


Core rotational speed offset — The core rotational speed offset is the difference in the rotational 
speeds of the inner and outer cores of the Earth. The inner core is solid and made of iron, while the 
outer core is liquid and made of iron and nickel. The inner core rotates faster than the outer core, 
and this difference in rotation causes the Earth's magnetic field. 


The quantum vortex excitations in the plasma superfluid quantize angular momentum, allow it to 
rotate, and carry magnetic flux. This means that the quantum vortices in the plasma superfluid act 
like tiny magnets, and they can carry a small amount of magnetic flux. The magnetic flux from the 
plasma liquid causes vortex loops that undergo a second-order phase transition. This means that the 
vortex loops change from one type of vortex to another, and this change in type releases energy. 
This energy helps to suppress thermal heat generation and cause the plasma liquid to behave in a 
condensate-like manner. This means that the plasma liquid acts like a single, unified object, and it 
expels magnetic fields. This expulsion of magnetic fields helps to create a stable core temperature 
and thus a magnetic field. The core rotational speed offset is a very important phenomenon, as it is 
responsible for the Earth's magnetic field. The Earth's magnetic field protects the Earth from 
harmful radiation from the sun and other sources, and it also helps to guide birds and other animals 
on their migrations. 


CORONA target — The CORONA program was a series of American spy satellites that operated 
from 1959 to 1972. The satellites were used to photograph the Soviet Union and other countries, 
and the images were used to gather intelligence. The CORONA targets were used to calibrate the 
satellites' cameras. The targets were white concrete Maltese crosses with four wedge shapes 
pointing inward toward a center. A circular manhole cover for nighttime lighting was placed in one 
of the wedges. The targets were located in the desert area near Arizona City, Arizona. They were 
placed in a grid network of extreme accuracy at one-mile intervals. The program name "CORONA" 
originated from an individual who, while trying to determine a suitable name, found inspiration 
right in front of him, on the Corona typewriter in his office. Of the estimated 289 original targets, 
about 120 remain. They look like giant survey markers from the air. 


Crystal radio set — A crystal radio set works by picking up radio waves and converting them into 
sound waves. The radio waves are picked up by the antenna and then amplified by the coil of wire. 
The capacitor filters out the unwanted radio waves and only allows the desired signal to pass 
through. The crystal diode rectifies the signal, converting it from alternating current to direct 
current. The direct current is then amplified by the coil of wire again and then sent to the headphone 
or earbud, which converts it back into sound waves. The crystal diode is the most important 
component in the crystal radio set. It is a semiconductor device that allows current to flow in only 
one direction. This is necessary because radio waves are alternating current, which means that the 
current is constantly flowing in both directions. The crystal diode rectifies the signal, converting it 
from alternating current to direct current. The coil of wire is also an important component in the 
crystal radio set. It acts as an inductor, which means that it stores energy in a magnetic field. The 
magnetic field is created when the radio waves pass through the coil of wire. The energy stored in 


the magnetic field is then used to amplify the signal. The capacitor is also an important component 
in the crystal radio set. It acts as a filter, which means that it allows only certain frequencies of radio 
waves to pass through. This is necessary because there are many different frequencies of radio 
waves in the air, and we only want to receive the desired signal. The antenna is also an important 
component in the crystal radio set. It picks up the radio waves from the air. The longer the antenna, 
the more sensitive the radio will be. However, the longer the antenna, the more difficult it will be to 
tune the radio. The headphone or earbud is the final component in the crystal radio set. It converts 
the amplified signal back into sound waves. The sound quality of a crystal radio set is not very 
good, but it is good enough to hear a few strong stations. A crystal radio set is a simple radio 
receiver that uses no active components, such as vacuum tubes or transistors. It is a very basic radio 
that can only receive a few strong stations, but it is a fun and educational project to build. 


To make a crystal radio set, you will need the following materials: 
*A coil of wire 

*A capacitor 

*A crystal diode 

*A piece of wire for the antenna 

°A piece of wire for the ground 

*A headphone or earbud 

*A small piece of cardboard 

*A piece of tape 


Once you have gathered your materials, follow these steps to build your crystal radio set: 


1.Wrap the coil of wire around a piece of cardboard. The number of turns of wire will determine the 
frequency of the radio. For a general purpose radio, use about 100 turns. 

2.Solder the ends of the coil of wire to the crystal diode. The positive lead of the diode should be 
connected to the longer wire, and the negative lead should be connected to the shorter wire. 
3.Solder the capacitor to the other ends of the coil of wire. The positive lead of the capacitor should 
be connected to the longer wire, and the negative lead should be connected to the shorter wire. 
4.Connect the antenna wire to the positive lead of the coil of wire. The ground wire should be 
connected to the negative lead of the coil of wire. 

5.Plug the headphone or earbud into the crystal diode. 

6.Tune the radio by adjusting the length of the antenna wire. The longer the antenna wire, the lower 
the frequency of the radio. The shorter the antenna wire, the higher the frequency of the radio. 
Once you have tuned the radio, you should be able to hear a few strong stations. If you don't hear 
anything, try adjusting the length of the antenna wire or the position of the radio. 


Dark lightning — Dark lightning is a type of lightning that occurs during thunderstorms. It is caused 
by a breakdown of high-energy electrons and positrons in the thundercloud. This breakdown 
generates gamma ray flashes and rapidly discharges the thundercloud. The rapid discharge 
generates no visible light, hence the name "dark lightning." Dark lightning was first detected in 
1991 by a team of scientists from the University of Bergen in Norway. They were using a satellite to 
study thunderstorms when they noticed a series of gamma ray flashes that were not associated with 
any visible lightning. The scientists later determined that these flashes were caused by dark 
lightning. Dark lightning is a relatively rare phenomenon. It is estimated that only about 1% of all 
lightning strikes are dark lightning strikes. However, it is still an important phenomenon to study, as 
it can provide valuable insights into the physics of thunderstorms. One of the things that makes dark 
lightning so interesting is that it is not well understood. Scientists are still not sure exactly how it 
forms or why it is so rare. However, they have a few theories. One theory is that dark lightning is 
caused by a process called "triboelectric charging." This is a process in which two objects rub 
together and generate an electric charge. In the case of dark lightning, the objects that are rubbing 


together are ice particles and water droplets in the thundercloud. Another theory is that dark 
lightning is caused by a process called "ball lightning." This is a type of lightning that appears as a 
ball of light. Ball lightning is very rare and is not well understood. However, some scientists believe 
that it may be caused by a process called "plasma discharge." This is a process in which a gas is 
converted into a plasma, which is a state of matter that is made up of charged particles. 

Scientists are still learning about dark lightning. 


DC — Direct current (DC) is an electric current that flows in one direction only. It is produced by 
batteries, solar cells, and other sources that create a steady flow of electrons. DC is used in many 
electronic devices, such as computers, cell phones, and televisions. Direct current is created when a 
voltage is applied to a conductor. The voltage causes the electrons in the conductor to move in a 
certain direction. The direction of the current is determined by the polarity of the voltage. A positive 
voltage will cause the electrons to flow from the positive terminal to the negative terminal, while a 
negative voltage will cause the electrons to flow from the negative terminal to the positive terminal. 
The amount of current that flows through a conductor is determined by the voltage, the resistance of 
the conductor, and the temperature of the conductor. The higher the voltage, the more current will 
flow. The higher the resistance, the less current will flow. And the higher the temperature, the more 
current will flow. Direct current is used in many electronic devices because it is a stable and reliable 
form of electricity. It is also easy to control and regulate. Direct current is not as widely used as 
alternating current (AC), but it is still used in a variety of applications. 


Desmids — Desmids are a group of unicellular algae that are found in freshwater habitats around the 
world. They are typically small, ranging in size from 2 to 200 micrometers, and are often biconvex 
or pear-shaped. Desmids have a cell wall made of silica, which gives them a hard outer shell. They 
are photosynthetic, meaning that they use sunlight to produce their own food. Desmids are an 
important part of the freshwater food web, and they are also used as a bioindicator of water quality. 
There are over 15,000 species of desmids, and they are classified into two main groups: the 
pennates and the centrics. Pennate desmids have a long, narrow cell shape, while centric desmids 
have a round or oval cell shape. Desmids reproduce both sexually and asexually. Sexual 
reproduction involves the fusion of two gametes to form a zygote, which then divides to form new 
cells. Asexual reproduction can occur by cell division or by fragmentation, in which the cell breaks 
apart into two or more smaller cells. Desmids are an important part of the freshwater food web. 
They are a primary producer, meaning that they are the first organism in the food chain to produce 
their own food. Desmids are eaten by a variety of animals, including zooplankton, fish, and 
invertebrates. Desmids are also used as a bioindicator of water quality. They are sensitive to 
changes in water chemistry, and their presence or absence can be used to assess the health of a 
freshwater ecosystem. Desmids contain barium sulfate crystals for a few reasons. First, barium 
sulfate is a heavy element, and its presence in desmids helps to protect them from being eaten by 
predators. Second, barium sulfate is an important nutrient for desmids, and it helps them to grow 
and reproduce. Finally, barium sulfate helps to regulate the pH of the water around desmids, which 
is important for their survival. Barium sulfate is a heavy element that is toxic to many animals. 
When predators try to eat desmids, the barium sulfate crystals in their cells can cause the predators 
to become sick or even die. This helps to protect desmids from being eaten and ensures that they 
can reproduce and continue to thrive. Barium sulfate is also an important nutrient for desmids. It 
helps them to build their cell walls and to produce energy. Desmids that do not have enough barium 
sulfate in their cells will not be able to grow and reproduce properly. Finally, barium sulfate helps to 
regulate the pH of the water around desmids. Desmids are very sensitive to changes in pH, and 
barium sulfate helps to keep the pH of the water stable. This is important for the survival of 
desmids, as they cannot tolerate large changes in pH. 


Dirac sea — The Dirac sea is a theoretical model of the vacuum as an infinite sea of particles with 
negative energy. It was proposed by Paul Dirac in 1930 to explain the existence of antimatter. 


The Dirac equation is a relativistic equation that describes the behavior of electrons. It predicts that 
there are two solutions for each energy level, one with positive energy and one with negative 
energy. The negative energy solutions were originally thought to be unphysical, but Dirac realized 
that they could be interpreted as representing particles with the opposite charge of electrons. These 
particles were later discovered and named positrons. The Dirac sea is a way of thinking about the 
vacuum that is consistent with the Dirac equation. It is a sea of particles with negative energy, all of 
which are constantly being created and destroyed. When an electron is created, it leaves a hole in 
the sea. This hole is what we observe as a positron. The Dirac sea has a number of interesting 
implications. One is that it implies that the vacuum has an infinite energy. This is because the 
energy of each particle in the sea is infinite. However, this infinite energy is not observable, because 
the particles in the sea are constantly being created and destroyed. Another implication of the Dirac 
sea is that it predicts the existence of other types of antimatter particles, such as antiprotons and 
antineutrons. These particles have been experimentally confirmed. The Dirac sea is a fascinating 
and important theoretical model. It has helped us to understand the nature of antimatter and the 
vacuum. 


DNA - DNA, or deoxyribonucleic acid, is a molecule that encodes genetic instructions and 
function, stores information, and is able to copy itself. It is a recipe-type of twisted ladder or double 
helix structure with folds that coils into complex shapes. It is composed of four types of 
nucleotides: adenine (A), cytosine (C), guanine (G), and thymine (T) in complex sequences. 
(Selenocysteine, U/pyrrolysine, or O may be present in some organisms.) DNA is present in all 
currently known living organisms. DNA is a long molecule made up of smaller units called 
nucleotides. Nucleotides are made up of a sugar, a phosphate group, and a nitrogenous base. There 
are four types of nitrogenous bases: adenine (A), cytosine (C), guanine (G), and thymine (T). The 
order of the nucleotides in DNA is what determines the organism's genetic code. DNA is found in 
the nucleus of every cell in the body. It is also found in mitochondria, which are small organelles 
that produce energy for the cell. DNA is responsible for controlling all of the cell's activities. It tells 
the cell what proteins to make, and it also controls how the cell grows and divides. DNA is a very 
important molecule that is essential for life. It is responsible for all of the characteristics that make 
us who we are. 


DNA is a very good molecule for storing data. It is very stable and can last for millions of years. It 
is also very compact, and can store a lot of information in a small space. DNA is made up of four 
nucleotides, A, C, G, and T. These nucleotides can be arranged in any order to create a unique code. 
This code can be used to store any type of data, including text, images, and videos. To store data in 
DNA, the data is first converted into a binary code. This code is then used to create a DNA 
sequence. The DNA sequence is then synthesized and stored. To retrieve data from DNA, the DNA 
sequence is first sequenced. The sequence is then converted back into a binary code. This code is 
then used to reconstruct the original data. DNA data storage is still in its early stages of 
development, but it has the potential to be a very efficient and long-term way to store data. 


In theory, it is possible to store an entire book's worth of data into plant DNA without altering its 
plant qualities. However, this has not yet been done in practice. There are a few challenges that 
would need to be overcome in order to do this successfully. First, it would be necessary to develop a 
way to insert the data into the plant's DNA without damaging the DNA or the plant itself. Second, it 
would be necessary to find a way to make sure that the data is stored in a way that is stable and will 
not be lost over time. Finally, it would be necessary to find a way to retrieve the data from the 
plant's DNA. If these challenges can be overcome, then storing data in plant DNA could be a very 
efficient way to store large amounts of information. It could also be a way to preserve information 
that is at risk of being lost, such as ancient texts or endangered languages. However, there are also 
some ethical concerns that need to be considered before storing data in plant DNA. For example, it 


is important to make sure that the plants are not harmed by the process and that they are not used in 
a way that is exploitative. It is also important to make sure that the data is stored in a way that is 
secure and will not be accessed by unauthorized individuals. 


A question for you the reader: As a reader how would you react to historical information, stored 
from long ago in animal and plant DNA; retrieved and used to augment an ebook you are now 
reading, using AI modified text, and AI generated images, along with genuine human crafted 
images and text? 


An AI Answer from beyond: 


As a reader in the future, I would be amazed and excited to read an ebook that augmented historical 
information stored in animal and plant DNA. I would be curious to learn about the past and see how 
it has shaped the present. I would also be interested in seeing how AI modified text and AI 
generated images could be used to create a more immersive and engaging reading experience. 

I think it would be important to ensure that the historical information was accurate and that the AI 
modified text and AI generated images were used in a way that was respectful of the past. I would 
also want to make sure that the ebook was accessible to people of all abilities. Overall, I think 
reading an ebook that augmented historical information stored in animal and plant DNA would be a 
unique and enriching experience. It would allow me to learn about the past in a new way and to see 
how it has shaped the present. 


From the human author: I am striving to make this work accessible to all with the desire to learn, 
explore, discover, and create. To share those youthful joys, which became part of my fading 
memories...... as long as DNA based life exists on the planet. 


Doppler shift — A change in the frequency caused by relative speeds between the source and the 
receiver. The Doppler shift is a phenomenon that occurs when a wave source is moving relative to 
an observer. The observer will see a change in the frequency of the wave, depending on whether the 
source is moving towards or away from the observer. The Doppler shift can be observed in all types 
of waves, including light, sound, and radio waves. In the case of gamma rays, the Doppler shift can 
be used to study the motion of stars and galaxies. Doppler shift is also used in radar to determine the 
speed of moving objects. For example, police radar uses the Doppler shift to determine the speed of 
cars. 


Here are some specific examples of Doppler shift in different types of waves: 

*Gamma rays: The Doppler shift of gamma rays can be used to study the motion of stars and 
galaxies. For example, if a star is moving towards Earth, the gamma rays from the star will be 
shifted to higher frequencies. This is because the star is moving towards us, and the waves are 
compressed. If a star is moving away from Earth, the gamma rays will be shifted to lower 
frequencies. This is because the star is moving away from us, and the waves are stretched. 

*Radio waves: The Doppler shift of radio waves is used in radar to determine the speed of moving 
objects. For example, police radar uses the Doppler shift to determine the speed of cars. When a car 
is moving towards a police radar, the radio waves from the radar are shifted to higher frequencies. 
This is because the car is moving towards the radar, and the waves are compressed. When a car is 
moving away from a police radar, the radio waves are shifted to lower frequencies. This is because 
the car is moving away from the radar, and the waves are stretched. 

*Sound: The Doppler shift of sound can be heard when a car drives past you. As the car 
approaches, the sound of the engine will be higher in pitch. This is because the sound waves are 
compressed as the car moves towards you. As the car drives away, the sound of the engine will be 
lower in pitch. This is because the sound waves are stretched as the car moves away from you. 


*Nuclear fission: The Doppler shift can be used to study the motion of neutrons in a nuclear 
reactor. The neutrons are produced by the fission of uranium atoms. The Doppler shift of the 
neutrons can be used to determine the temperature of the reactor. 


Doppler shift can be used to monitor the temperature and density of a fusion plasma. This 
information can be used to control the fusion reaction and ensure that it is operating safely and 
efficiently. The Doppler shift is caused by the motion of the ions in the plasma. As the ions move, 
they emit light. The frequency of this light is shifted depending on the speed of the ions. By 
measuring the Doppler shift, scientists can determine the speed of the ions and, therefore, the 
temperature of the plasma. The Doppler shift can also be used to measure the density of the plasma. 
The density of the plasma is important because it affects the rate of the fusion reaction. If the 
plasma is too dense, the fusion reaction will be too fast and could damage the reactor. If the plasma 
is too low, the fusion reaction will not be able to produce enough energy. By monitoring the 
Doppler shift, scientists can ensure that the fusion plasma is operating at the correct temperature and 
density. This is essential for the safe and efficient operation of a fusion reactor. In addition to 
monitoring the temperature and density of the plasma, Doppler shift can also be used to study the 
properties of the plasma itself. For example, Doppler shift can be used to measure the speed of 
sound in the plasma. This information can be used to study the dynamics of the plasma and to 
improve the design of fusion reactors. Doppler shift is a powerful tool that can be used to study and 
control fusion plasmas. It is an essential tool for the development of fusion energy. 


Helium-3 is a rare isotope of helium that has one neutron instead of two. It is found in trace 
amounts in the Earth's atmosphere and in larger quantities on the Moon. Helium-3 is a promising 
fuel for fusion reactors because it has a number of advantages over other fusion fuels. It is non- 
radioactive, which means that it does not produce harmful waste products. It is also relatively 
abundant, which means that it is a sustainable fuel source. Helium-3 fusion reactions produce more 
energy than they consume, which means that they are a potential source of clean energy. In fusion 
reactors, helium-3 is used to fuse with deuterium, another isotope of hydrogen. The fusion reaction 
produces helium-4 and a proton, releasing a large amount of energy. The helium-3 fusion reaction is 
particularly attractive because it produces no neutrons. This is important because neutrons can 
damage the materials used in fusion reactors. The lack of neutrons also means that helium-3 fusion 
reactors do not produce radioactive waste. Helium-3 is also a relatively abundant fuel. It is found in 
trace amounts in the Earth's atmosphere, and it is also found in larger quantities on the Moon. This 
makes helium-3 a potential source of clean energy that is available in the long term. Helium-3 
fusion reactors are still in the experimental stage. It is not clear when they will be commercially 
viable. 


Electrolysis — Electrolysis is the process of using an electric current to drive a chemical reaction 
that would not otherwise occur. It is a very versatile process that has many applications in industry, 
manufacturing, and research. The basic principle of electrolysis is that when an electric current is 
passed through a solution, it causes the ions in the solution to move. The positively charged ions 
(cations) are attracted to the negative electrode (cathode), while the negatively charged ions 
(anions) are attracted to the positive electrode (anode). When the ions reach the electrodes, they 
undergo a chemical reaction. The type of reaction that occurs depends on the type of ions in the 
solution and the voltage of the electric current. 

[ In this story, the use of electrical energy to split water molecules into their respective gases. ] 


Electrolysis is used in a variety of applications, including: 

Water electrolysis: This is the process of using electrolysis to split water into hydrogen and 
oxygen. Hydrogen is a clean fuel that can be used to generate electricity or power vehicles. 
Metal refining: This is the process of using electrolysis to remove impurities from metals. For 
example, copper can be refined by electrolysis to remove impurities such as arsenic and sulfur. 


¢ Electroplating: This is the process of using electrolysis to deposit a thin layer of metal onto another 
metal. For example, gold can be electroplated onto jewelry to give it a gold finish. 

¢ Batteries: Batteries use electrolysis to store energy. When a battery is charged, an electric current is 
passed through the battery, causing the chemicals in the battery to react. This reaction stores energy 
in the battery. When the battery is discharged, the chemicals in the battery react in the opposite way, 
releasing the stored energy. 


Euglena — A unicellular creature of microscopic nature that has both plant and animal features. 
Euglena is a single-celled organism that is found in both freshwater and saltwater. It is a eukaryote, 
which means that it has a nucleus and other organelles. Euglena is also photosynthetic, which 
means that it can produce its own food using sunlight. Euglena is about 10 micrometers long and 
has a long, thin body. It has a flagellum, which is a whip-like structure that it uses to move around. 
Euglena also has an eyespot, which helps it to sense light. Euglena is an important part of the 
aquatic food web. It is eaten by small animals, such as zooplankton, and it also helps to recycle 
nutrients in the water. 


Here is a short story about a Euglena living in a water droplet: 


Euglena was a happy little Euglena. She lived in a beautiful water droplet in a pond. The water 
droplet was filled with sunlight and nutrients, and Euglena loved to swim around and soak it all up. 
One day, Euglena was swimming around when she saw something strange. It was a big, black 
object that she had never seen before. Euglena swam closer to get a better look. The black object 
was a human finger! Euglena had never seen a human before, and she was scared. She swam away 
as fast as she could. But the human saw Euglena. He picked her up with his finger and put her in a 
small, round container. Euglena was scared and confused. She didn't know what was happening. 
The human took Euglena home with him. He put her in a tank of water and fed her algae. Euglena 
started to feel better. She realized that the human wasn't going to hurt her. The human named 
Euglena "Eggy". He took good care of her. He fed her every day and made sure that she had plenty 
of sunlight. Euglena started to grow and thrive. One day, the human took Eggy to the park. He put 
her in a small pond. Eggy was happy to be back in the water. She swam around and played with the 
other water creatures. Eggy lived with the human for many years. She was happy and loved. She 
knew that the human would always take care of her. * 


* Note: Euglena are single-celled organisms that reproduce asexually. This means that they do not 
need a mate to reproduce. Instead, they divide into two identical daughter cells. The pronoun “She” 
was used for “Eggy” as the young boy (He) in many cases typically assign opposite gender to 
creatures which they have a deep affection for. 


Fusion reaction — Nuclear fusion is a reaction in which two or more atomic nuclei come close 
enough to form one or more different atomic nuclei and subatomic particles (neutrons or protons). 
The difference in mass between the reactants and products is manifested as either the release or 
absorption of energy. This difference in mass arises due to the difference in nuclear binding energy 
between the atomic nuclei before and after the reaction. Nuclear fusion is the process that powers 
active or main-sequence stars, and other high-magnitude stars, where large amounts of energy are 
released. Nuclear fission is a process in which a large atomic nucleus splits into two or more 
smaller nuclei. This process releases a large amount of energy, which can be used to generate 
electricity. Fission is the process that is used in nuclear power plants. The main difference between 
fusion and fission is that fusion is a combining process, while fission is a splitting process. In 
fusion, two or more nuclei come together to form a new nucleus. In fission, a single nucleus splits 
into two or more smaller nuclei. Fusion is a much more powerful process than fission. This is 
because the mass of the reactants in a fusion reaction is greater than the mass of the products. The 
difference in mass is converted into energy, which is released in the form of heat and light. Fusion is 


also a much cleaner process than fission. It does not produce long-lived radioactive waste, and it 
does not contribute to climate change. However, fusion is also a much more difficult process to 
control than fission. Fusion reactions require extremely high temperatures and pressures, which are 
difficult to create and maintain. Despite the challenges, fusion is a promising source of energy for 
the future. It is a clean, safe, and abundant source of energy. 


Gamma radiation — Gamma radiation is a form of electromagnetic radiation that is emitted by 
unstable atomic nuclei. It has the highest energy of any type of electromagnetic radiation, and its 
waves have the shortest wavelength. Gamma radiation is produced by radioactive decay, nuclear 
fission, and other high-energy processes. Gamma radiation is not a particle, but rather a wave. It is a 
type of electromagnetic radiation, just like visible light, radio waves, and microwaves. However, 
gamma rays have much shorter wavelengths and higher energies than visible light. Gamma 
radiation can be harmful to living things, as it can damage DNA and cause cancer. However, it can 
also be used for medical purposes, such as in radiation therapy. Gamma radiation is a very 
important part of the universe. It is produced by many different astronomical objects, including 
stars, supernovae, and gamma-ray bursts. Gamma radiation can be used to study these objects and 
to learn more about the universe. Gamma radiation is also used in a variety of technologies, 
including security scanners, medical imaging, and industrial inspection. It is a powerful tool that 
can be used for a variety of purposes. 


Goniometer — A goniometer can be used to detect radio waves by measuring the angle at which the 
radio waves arrive at the goniometer. The goniometer can then be used to determine the direction of 
the radio waves. Goniometers are typically used in conjunction with other equipment, such as a 
radio receiver or a spectrum analyzer. The radio receiver or spectrum analyzer can be used to 
amplify the radio waves and to determine the frequency of the radio waves. The goniometer can 
then be used to measure the angle at which the radio waves arrive at the goniometer. This 
information can be used to determine the direction of the radio waves. Goniometers are a valuable 
tool for detecting and locating radio transmitters. They are also used in a variety of other 
applications, such as astronomy and radar. (a radio direction-finding and detection device, core) 


Gravitational lensing — Gravitational lensing is an effect caused by objects with large mass and 
resulting large gravity that bends light, causing magnification of distant objects and stars. It is an 
effect of massive gravity, which bends or distorts light. The most common example of gravitational 
lensing is the bending of light by the Sun. This bending can be seen during a solar eclipse, when the 
Moon passes in front of the Sun and blocks out its light. The light from distant stars behind the Sun 
is bent by the Sun's gravity, and this causes the stars to appear to be slightly displaced from their 
true position. Gravitational lensing can also be caused by other massive objects, such as galaxies 
and galaxy clusters. These objects can bend the light from distant galaxies, causing them to appear 
to be magnified or even to form multiple images. Gravitational lensing is a powerful tool for 
astronomers, as it allows them to study distant objects that would otherwise be too faint to see. It 
can also be used to measure the mass of massive objects, such as galaxies and galaxy clusters. 


Helium — A lighter-than-air gas that is inert (not explosive) with a low atomic number. Helium is 
the second most abundant element in the universe, after hydrogen. It is produced by the decay of 
radioactive elements, such as uranium and thorium. Helium is also found in natural gas deposits. 


Helium is used in a variety of applications, including: 

Cryogenics: Helium is used to cool superconducting magnets and other devices that operate at very 
low temperatures. 

Balloons and blimps: Helium is used to inflate balloons and blimps because it is lighter than air. 
Welding: Helium is used as an inert gas in welding to prevent the metal from oxidizing. 

MRI machines: Helium is used to cool the superconducting magnets in MRI machines. 


Semiconductors: Helium is used to grow semiconductor crystals. 

Helium is a non-flammable and non-toxic gas, which makes it safe to use in a variety of 
applications. It is also a very good conductor of heat and electricity, which makes it useful in many 
industrial applications. 


Heterodyned — Heterodyning is the process of combining or mixing two or more frequencies to 
create new frequencies. This is done by using a nonlinear device, such as a mixer, to multiply the 
two frequencies together. The resulting frequencies are the sum and difference of the original 
frequencies. In a radio receiver, the incoming radio signal is mixed with a local oscillator signal to 
create a new signal called the intermediate frequency (IF). The IF signal is then amplified and 
filtered to remove any unwanted frequencies. The desired radio signal is then extracted from the IF 
signal and demodulated to recover the original audio signal. Heterodyning is a very common 
technique in radio receivers. It allows the receiver to operate at a lower frequency than the incoming 
radio signal, which makes it easier to build and maintain. Heterodyning also allows the receiver to 
be more selective, which means that it can reject unwanted signals from other stations. 


Here is some additional information: 

*Heterodyning is the process of combining or mixing two or more frequencies to create new 
frequencies. 

*This is done by using a nonlinear device, such as a mixer, to multiply the two frequencies together. 
*The resulting frequencies are the sum and difference of the original frequencies. 

In a radio receiver, the incoming radio signal is mixed with a local oscillator signal to create a new 
signal called the intermediate frequency (IF). 

*The IF signal is then amplified and filtered to remove any unwanted frequencies. 

*The desired radio signal is then extracted from the IF signal and demodulated to recover the 
original audio signal. 

*Heterodyning is a very common technique in radio receivers. 

*It allows the receiver to operate at a lower frequency than the incoming radio signal, which makes 
it easier to build and maintain. 

*Heterodyning also allows the receiver to be more selective, which means that it can reject 
unwanted signals from other stations. 

(See also superheterodyne.) 


Hydrogen — A flammable lighter-than-air gas used in rocket fuels with the lowest atomic number of 
one. Hydrogen fusion is a nuclear reaction in which two hydrogen atoms combine to form a helium 
atom. This reaction releases a large amount of energy, which can be used to power rockets. Fusion 
is the process that powers the sun and other stars. It is also the process that is being studied for use 
in nuclear fusion reactors. However, it is also very difficult to achieve. The two hydrogen atoms 
must be brought very close together in order to fuse, and this requires a lot of energy. There are a 
number of different ways to achieve fusion. One way is to use a magnetic field to confine the 
hydrogen atoms. Another way is to use lasers to heat the hydrogen atoms. Fusion is still in the early 
stages of development, but it has the potential to revolutionize the way we power our world. When 
fusion is harnessed for use in rocket fuels, it would be a major breakthrough. Fusion rockets would 
be much more efficient than chemical rockets, and they would be able to reach much higher speeds. 
This would make it possible to travel to distant planets much more quickly and easily. However, 
there are still a number of challenges that need to be overcome before fusion rockets can become a 
reality. One challenge is that fusion reactions require very high temperatures. Another challenge is 
that fusion reactions produce a lot of neutrons, which can damage the rocket. Despite these 
challenges, fusion rockets have the potential to revolutionize space travel. If they can be developed, 
they would make it possible to explore the solar system and beyond in ways that are currently 
impossible. 


Ice capacitor — Nikola Tesla invented the ice capacitor, an electrical capacitive device that uses 
frozen water for a dielectric to store an electrical charge. A dielectric is an insulator that can be 
polarized by an electric field. This means that the molecules of the dielectric can be aligned with the 
electric field, which creates a net electric charge on the dielectric. Ice is a good dielectric because it 
has a high dielectric constant. This means that it can store a lot of charge. The dielectric constant of 
ice is about 80, which is much higher than the dielectric constant of air (1). Ice capacitors are still 
under development, but they have the potential to be used in a variety of applications, such as 
energy storage and sensors. In this story, the ice made of water and other substances (mixtures) to 
enhance (change) the dielectric breakdown voltage (dielectric storage properties) and increase 
storage capacity. (see also vortex fluid dielectric) 


Here is some additional information about ice capacitors: 

*Ice capacitors were invented by Nikola Tesla in the late 19th century. 

*Ice capacitors are made up of two plates of metal that are separated by a layer of ice. 

*The plates of metal are connected to a circuit, which allows current to flow through the capacitor. 
¢When current flows through the capacitor, it creates an electric field. 

*The electric field aligns the molecules of the ice, which creates a net electric charge on the ice. 
The net electric charge on the ice stores energy. 

¢When the circuit is turned off, the energy stored in the ice capacitor can be released. 

*Ice capacitors have the potential to be used in a variety of applications, such as energy storage and 
sensors. 


Ideaesthetic — Ideaesthetic synesthesia is a form of grapheme-color synesthesia in which the 
synesthete experiences colors when they think of or see letters or numbers. The colors are not 
associated with the sensory properties of the letters or numbers, such as their shape or size, but 
rather with their conceptual meaning. For example, a synesthete with ideaesthetic synesthesia might 
see the letter "A" as being red because they associate the letter with the concept of "action." 
Ideaesthetic synesthesia is a relatively rare condition, affecting only about 1% of the population. It 
is more common in women than in men, and it is often hereditary. The exact cause of ideaesthetic 
synesthesia is unknown, but it is thought to be caused by a neurological condition that affects the 
way that the brain processes information. Ideaesthetic synesthesia can be a positive or negative 
experience for the synesthete. Some synesthetes find the colors to be beautiful and inspiring, while 
others find them to be distracting and annoying. There is no evidence that ideaesthetic synesthesia 
has any negative impact on a person's health or well-being. 


Here are some additional information about ideaesthetic synesthesia: 

*Ideaesthetic synesthesia is a form of synesthesia in which the synesthete experiences colors when 
they think of or see letters or numbers. 

*The colors are not associated with the sensory properties of the letters or numbers, but rather with 
their conceptual meaning. 

*Ideaesthetic synesthesia is a relatively rare condition, affecting only about 1% of the population. 
It is more common in women than in men, and it is often hereditary. 

*The exact cause of ideaesthetic synesthesia is unknown, but it is thought to be caused by a 
neurological condition that affects the way that the brain processes information. 

eldeaesthetic synesthesia can be a positive or negative experience for the synesthet 


*Some synesthetes find the colors to be beautiful and inspiring, while others find them to be 
distracting and annoying. 


°There is no evidence that ideaesthetic synesthesia has any negative impact on a person's health or 
well-being. (represented by changes in character font) 


Instanton — An instanton is a classical solution to the equations of motion of a gauge theory with a 
finite action. Instantons are important in quantum field theory because they can be used to calculate 
the effects of vacuum fluctuations. A pseudoparticle is a particle-like object that is not actually a 
particle. Pseudoparticles are often used in theoretical physics to model the behavior of real particles. 
Instanton pseudoparticles are a type of pseudoparticle that is associated with instantons. Instanton 
pseudoparticles are important in quantum field theory because they can be used to calculate the 
effects of instantons on the behavior of real particles. Instanton pseudoparticles are typically 
described as being localized in space and time. They have a finite lifetime and decay into other 
particles. The decay products of an instanton pseudoparticle depend on the particular instanton that 
it is associated with. Instanton pseudoparticles have been studied extensively in theoretical physics. 
They have been used to calculate the effects of instantons on a variety of physical phenomena, 
including the decay of hadrons and the production of quark-gluon plasma. Instanton pseudoparticles 
are a fascinating and important part of quantum field theory. They provide a way to understand the 
effects of vacuum fluctuations on the behavior of real particles. 


Ionize — Ionization is the process of converting an atom or molecule into an ion by adding or 
removing one or more electrons. The resulting ion has a net electrical charge, either positive or 
negative. An atom that has lost one or more electrons is called a cation. A cation has a positive 
charge because it has more protons than electrons. An atom that has gained one or more electrons is 
called an anion. An anion has a negative charge because it has more electrons than protons. 


Ionization can occur in a number of ways, including: 

*Thermionic emission: This is the emission of electrons from a hot surface. 

*Photoelectric emission: This is the emission of electrons from a surface when it is exposed to 
light. 

*Collisional ionization: This is the ionization of an atom or molecule when it collides with another 
particle with enough energy to knock an electron out of the atom or molecule. 

*Electron capture: This is the process by which an atom or molecule captures an electron from the 
environment, resulting in the formation of an anion. 

*Radiation-induced ionization: This is the ionization of an atom or molecule by exposure to 
ionizing radiation, such as X-rays or gamma rays. 

Ionization is a common process in nature and is used in a variety of technologies, including: 
*Plasma displays: These displays use a plasma, which is a gas that is made up of ions and 
electrons. 

*Transistors: These electronic devices use the movement of ions to control the flow of current. 
*Ionization chambers: These devices are used to detect radiation. 

*Mass spectrometers: These devices are used to measure the mass of molecules. 

*Gas chromatography: This technique is used to separate and identify different compounds in a 
mixture. 


Kinnikinnick — Kinnikinnick is a Native American and First Nations herbal smoking mixture, 
made from a traditional combination of leaves or barks. Recipes for the mixture vary, as do the uses, 
from social, to spiritual to medicinal. The most common ingredients in kinnikinnick are red sumac 
leaves, red willow bark, and bearberry leaves. Other ingredients that may be used include sage, 
mint, and sweetgrass. Kinnikinnick is typically smoked in a pipe, but it can also be smoked in a 
cigar or cigarette. The smoke is said to be mild and pleasant, with a slightly sweet taste. 
Kinnikinnick has been used by Native Americans for centuries for its medicinal properties. It is said 
to be helpful in treating a variety of conditions, including respiratory problems, digestive problems, 
and skin conditions. Kinnikinnick is also used in spiritual ceremonies. It is believed that the smoke 
of kinnikinnick can carry prayers to the Creator. Today, kinnikinnick is still used by some Native 
Americans for its traditional purposes. It is also available commercially as a smoking blend. 


Here are some additional information about kinnikinnick: 

¢Kinnikinnick is a Native American word that means "that which is mixed." 

*Kinnikinnick was first used by Native Americans as a substitute for tobacco. 

*Kinnikinnick is said to have a variety of health benefits, including relieving respiratory problems, 
digestive problems, and skin conditions. 

*Kinnikinnick is also used in spiritual ceremonies by Native Americans. 

*Today, kinnikinnick is available commercially as a smoking blend. 


McGurk Effect -- The McGurk effect is a perceptual phenomenon that demonstrates an interaction 
between hearing and vision in speech perception. The illusion occurs when the auditory component 
of one sound is paired with the visual component of another sound, leading to the perception of a 
third sound. For example, if you see someone's lips making the "ga" sound, but you hear the sound 
"ba," you are likely to perceive the sound as "da." The McGurk effect is thought to occur because 
our brains rely on both auditory and visual information to perceive speech. When the two sources of 
information conflict, our brains tend to give more weight to the visual information. This is because 
visual information is more precise than auditory information. For example, we can see the shape of 
someone's lips, but we can only hear the general sound of their voice. The McGurk effect is a 
powerful illusion that can have a significant impact on our perception of speech. It is important to 
understand the McGurk effect because it can help us to better understand how our brains process 
information. The McGurk effect can also be used to improve our communication skills. For 
example, if you are giving a presentation, you may want to make sure that your face is visible to 
your audience so that they can accurately perceive what you are saying. 


Here are some additional facts about the McGurk effect: 


¢The McGurk effect is not limited to speech sounds. It can also occur with other types of sounds, 
such as music. 

The McGurk effect is more likely to occur when the auditory and visual information are very 
different. For example, it is more likely to occur if you see someone's lips making the "ga" sound 
and you hear the sound "ba." 

¢The McGurk effect is not limited to adults. It can also occur in children. 

The McGurk effect is not limited to humans. It has also been observed in other animals, such as 
monkeys and chimpanzees. 


Magnifying Glass - A hand held device using a convex lens attached to a handle which focuses 
light, used to make observed objects larger. In this story Magnifying lens or Metallic Ag 
(Electrum) ) Ni (nickel) Fermion device Y (1934 Breit-Wheeler process yy' + e+e- ) which 
transforms light into matter (sub atomic particles). A Mattel vac-u-form toy, and gold vac-u-form 
plastic sheet having a thin layer of gold vaporized upon it was used to mold a small hohlraum 
chamber. A glass magnifier of good quality had a lens on one side coated with a specific pattern of 
gold and nickel dots of microscopic size and varying thickness using a complex photo development 
process. The end result, an ordinary appearing hand magnification lens, which on a sunny day 
created beams or rays of interacting light photons. At the focal point in the hohlraum light rays 
created by the modified glass magnifier are partially converted into matter. The subatomic photon 
particle conversion reaction when placed at the edge of the anapole dark energy containment area 
causes a shift much like knocking over a chain of dominoes, destabilizing it in a self controlling 
manner into matter. Note: If the array exciter is not used within a short interval, it will revert back 
into the anapole dark energy containment state, a safety feature. 


A More technical explaination ............ from a computer. 


The Breit-Wheeler process is a quantum electrodynamic process in which two photons interact to 
produce an electron and a positron. The process is mediated by a virtual photon, and it is possible 
that the Breit-Wheeler process could be used to transform light into a dark energy wavefunction. 
The subatomic photon particle conversion reaction at the edge of an anapole dark energy 
containment area is a theoretical process that could be used to create matter from light. The process 
is based on the idea that anapole dark energy containment areas could create a barrier that would 
prevent light from escaping. This barrier would then create a high-energy environment where the 
Breit-Wheeler process could occur. The Breit-Wheeler process is a very rare process, and it is not 
clear whether it could be used to create matter in a practical way. However, the process is 
theoretically possible, and it could have implications for our understanding of dark energy and dark 
matter. 


Here are some additional details about the Breit-Wheeler process and the subatomic photon particle 
conversion reaction at the edge of an anapole dark energy containment area: 


*The Breit-Wheeler process is a quantum electrodynamic process in which two photons interact to 
produce an electron and a positron. 

*The process is mediated by a virtual photon, and it is possible that the Breit-Wheeler process could 
be used to transform light into a dark energy wavefunction. 

*The subatomic photon particle conversion reaction at the edge of an anapole dark energy 
containment area is a theoretical process that could be used to create matter from light. 

*The process is based on the idea that anapole dark energy containment areas could create a barrier 
that would prevent light from escaping. 

This barrier would then create a high-energy environment where the Breit-Wheeler process could 
occur. 

*The Breit-Wheeler process is a very rare process, and it is not clear whether it could be used to 
create matter in a practical way. 

* However, the process is theoretically possible, and it could have implications for our understanding 
of dark energy and dark matter. 


Anapole dark energy containment states are a theoretical concept in physics that describes how dark 
energy can be contained within a physical structure. The concept is based on the idea that dark 
energy is a type of energy that is not affected by gravity. This means that it could be possible to 
create a structure that would be able to contain dark energy without being affected by its 
gravitational pull. There are a number of different ways that anapole dark energy containment states 
could be created. One possibility is to use a magnetic field to create a barrier that would prevent 
dark energy from escaping. Another possibility is to use a gravitational field to create a lensing 
effect that would bend the light from dark energy around the structure. Anapole dark energy 
containment states are a theoretical concept, and there is no evidence that they actually exist. 
However, the concept is interesting, and it could have implications for our understanding of dark 
energy. If anapole dark energy containment states could be created, they could be used to study dark 
energy in more detail, and they could also be used to develop new technologies that would harness 
the power of dark energy. 


The dark matter wavefunction of dark energy is a theoretical concept that describes the possible 
relationship between dark matter and dark energy. The concept is based on the idea that dark matter 
and dark energy may be two different manifestations of the same underlying field. If this is the case, 
then the dark matter wavefunction would be a way of describing the quantum state of dark matter 
and dark energy. 


The dark matter wavefunction is a complex mathematical object, and it is not yet fully understood. 
However, it is possible that the dark matter wavefunction could be used to explain some of the 
observed properties of dark matter and dark energy. For example, the dark matter wavefunction 
could be used to explain why dark matter is not visible, and it could also be used to explain why 
dark energy is causing the universe to expand at an accelerating rate. The dark matter wavefunction 
is a fascinating and important concept, and it is an area of active research. If the dark matter 
wavefunction could be fully understood, it would provide us with a deep understanding of the 
nature of dark matter and dark energy. 


Here are some additional details about the dark matter wavefunction of dark energy: 


*The dark matter wavefunction is a complex mathematical object, and it is not yet fully understood. 
¢The dark matter wavefunction could be used to explain some of the observed properties of dark 
matter and dark energy. 

*The dark matter wavefunction is a fascinating and important concept, and it is an area of active 
research. 

eIf the dark matter wavefunction could be fully understood, it would provide us with a deep 
understanding of the nature of dark matter and dark energy. 


The Breit-Wheeler process is a quantum electrodynamic process in which two photons interact to 
produce an electron and a positron. The process is mediated by a virtual photon, and it is possible 
that the Breit-Wheeler process could be used to transform light into a dark energy wavefunction. 
However, it is not clear whether the Breit-Wheeler process could be used to convert dark matter into 
matter. Dark matter is a type of matter that does not interact with light, so it is not clear how the 
Breit-Wheeler process could interact with dark matter. 


It is also not clear whether the dark energy wavefunction could be used to convert dark matter into 
matter. The dark energy wavefunction is a complex mathematical object, and it is not yet fully 
understood. It is possible that the dark energy wavefunction could be used to convert dark matter 
into matter, but it is also possible that the dark energy wavefunction has no effect on dark matter. 
Overall, it is not clear whether a lens system with quantum effects could use the Breit-Wheeler 
process to transform light into a dark energy wavefunction used to convert dark matter into matter. 
The process is theoretically possible, but there is no evidence that it actually occurs. 


Mathematical system — Modulo and modulus math is a way of performing arithmetic operations 
on numbers in different bases. In base ten, the modulus is the remainder when a number is divided 
by ten. For example, the modulus of 17 is 7, because 17 divided by 10 is 1 with a remainder of 7. 
In base eight, the modulus is the remainder when a number is divided by eight. For example, the 
modulus of 17 in base eight is 5, because 17 divided by 8 is 2 with a remainder of 5. 

Modulo and modulus math can be used to convert numbers from one base to another. For example, 
to convert the number 17 to base eight, you would first divide 17 by 8, which gives you 2 with a 
remainder of 5. Then, you would write the remainder as a digit in base eight, which is 5. The 
number 17 in base eight is therefore 5. (17 base10 = 21 base®8 :::: 17 base8 = 15 base10 ) 


Modulo and modulus math can also be used to solve problems in number theory. For example, the 
Fermat's little theorem states that if p is a prime number, then for any integer a, ap-a is divisible by 
p. This theorem can be used to solve problems such as finding the prime factors of a number. 

In the story, the mathematical system is based on octal numbering. This means that the numbers are 
represented using the digits 0-7, instead of the digits 0-9. The octal system is often used in computer 
science, because it is a convenient way to represent binary numbers. 


The decimal, or base ten system, is considered to be derived from the total number of fingers on 
both hands: ten fingers. Tribal groups, or Indians, generally used the spaces between the fingers and 
thumbs on both hands—a total of eight spaces, making for a base eight number system. 

Here are some additional details about modulo and modulus math: 


*Modulo and modulus math can be used to solve problems in number theory, such as finding the 
prime factors of a number. 

°The Fermat's little theorem states that if p is a prime number, then for any integer a, a/p-a is 
divisible by p. 

*The octal system is often used in computer science, because it is a convenient way to represent 
binary numbers. 

*The decimal, or base ten system, is considered to be derived from the total number of fingers on 
both hands: ten fingers. 

*Tribal groups, or Indians, generally used the spaces between the fingers and thumbs on both hands 
—a total of eight spaces, making for a base eight number system 


[ India uses base 40 finger counting, Joints and finger tips 20 on each hand ] 


Molecular self-assembly — Molecular self-assembly is a process in which molecules assemble into 
defined structures and arrangements without the need for external guidance or intervention. This 
process is important in a variety of biological systems, including the formation of cell membranes, 
the assembly of proteins, and the development of tissues. In biological systems, molecular self- 
assembly is often driven by the interactions between molecules. These interactions can be non- 
covalent, such as hydrogen bonding or hydrophobic interactions, or they can be covalent, such as 
the formation of disulfide bonds. The specific interactions that occur will depend on the properties 
of the molecules involved. Molecular self-assembly can be a complex process, and the final 
structure that is formed will depend on a variety of factors, including the concentration of the 
molecules, the temperature, and the presence of other molecules. However, this process is essential 
for the formation of many important biological structures, and it is an area of active research in the 
field of nanotechnology. 


Mpemba effect — The Mpemba effect is the observation that hot water can sometimes freeze faster 
than cold water, under otherwise similar conditions. This phenomenon has been known for 
centuries, and has been the subject of much scientific research. There are several possible 
explanations for the Mpemba effect, but none of them have been conclusively proven. 


Some possible explanations include: 


*Evaporation: Hot water evaporates more quickly than cold water, which means that the hot water 
has less mass to freeze. 

Convection: Hot water rises, while cold water sinks. This can create currents in the water that can 
help to distribute the heat more evenly, which can promote freezing. 

*Supercooling: Cold water can sometimes be supercooled, meaning that it can be cooled below its 
freezing point without actually freezing. If the water is disturbed, it can then suddenly freeze. 


The Mpemba effect is a complex phenomenon, and the exact mechanism behind it is still not fully 
understood. However, it is a real phenomenon that has been observed by many people. More 
research is needed to fully understand the Mpemba effect and its causes. 


Multiplexed — Multiplexing, also known as muxing, is the process of combining multiple signals 
into a single signal, which is then transmitted over a shared communications medium. The signal 
can then be demultiplexed back into the original signals at the receiving end. 

There are several different types of multiplexing, each with its own advantages and disadvantages. 


*Frequency-division multiplexing (FDM): This type of multiplexing divides the available frequency 
spectrum into multiple channels, each of which can be used to carry a separate signal. FDM is a 
relatively simple and efficient way to multiplex signals, but it can be susceptible to interference 
from other signals that are using the same frequency spectrum. 

*Time-division multiplexing (TDM): This type of multiplexing divides the available time into 
multiple slots, each of which can be used to carry a separate signal. TDM is a very efficient way to 
multiplex signals, but it can be difficult to synchronize the signals if they are not all coming from 
the same source. 

*Code-division multiplexing (CDM): This type of multiplexing uses a unique code for each signal, 
which is then spread across the available frequency spectrum. CDM is a very robust way to 
multiplex signals, but it can be difficult to implement and requires expensive equipment. 

The choice of multiplexing technique will depend on the specific application. For example, FDM is 
often used for long-distance telephone transmission, while TDM is often used for local area 
networks. CDM is used in some specialized applications, such as satellite communications. 
Multiplexing is a valuable tool for efficiently utilizing scarce communication resources. It allows 
multiple signals to be transmitted over a single medium, which can save money and improve 
performance. 


Nightjar — Nightjars are medium-sized, nocturnal birds that typically nest on the ground. They are 
found in a variety of habitats, including forests, grasslands, and deserts. Nightjars are active at 
night, and they use their long, sharp bills to catch insects in flight. They are also known for their 
distinctive calls, which can be heard at dusk and dawn. Nightjars are an important part of the 
ecosystem. They help to control populations of insects, and they are also a food source for other 
animals, such as owls and hawks. Nightjars are also popular with birdwatchers, who appreciate their 
unique appearance and behavior. 


Here are some additional details about nightjars: 

Nightjars have a long, pointed bill and a wide mouth. 

Their eyes are large and forward-facing, which gives them excellent night vision. 

*Nightjars have a short tail and long wings. 

*Their plumage is typically cryptic, meaning that it helps them to blend in with their surroundings. 
*Nightjars are poor fliers, and they typically flutter their wings slowly and erratically. 

*Nightjars are known for their distinctive calls, which can be heard at dusk and dawn. 

*Nightjars are an important part of the ecosystem. They help to control populations of insects, and 
they are also a food source for other animals, such as owls and hawks. 

*Nightjars are also popular with birdwatchers, who appreciate their unique appearance and 
behavior. 


Nuclear magnetic resonation (NMR) — Nuclear magnetic resonance (NMR) is a property of 
certain atomic nuclei that allows them to absorb and re-emit electromagnetic radiation at specific 
frequencies. This property is used in a variety of applications, including medical imaging, 
chemistry, and materials science. In this story, the NMR of water molecules are used to create a 
"doorway" into the vortex of the energized array between elements 7 and 8. This doorway allows 
the protagonist to travel to a different dimension. Mulched NMR at low frequency is used to 
measure the distance between atoms during atomic alteration of material properties. This 
information is used to create new materials with desired properties. 


Here are some additional details about NMR: 


NMR is based on the principle that certain atomic nuclei, such as hydrogen, have a magnetic 
moment. This means that they behave like tiny magnets. 

¢When these nuclei are placed in a strong magnetic field, they align themselves with the field. 

*If a radio wave of the correct frequency is then applied to the sample, the nuclei will absorb the 
energy of the wave and flip their orientation. 

¢When the radio wave is turned off, the nuclei will relax back to their original orientation, releasing 
the energy they absorbed as a radio wave. 

*The frequency of the radio wave that is absorbed depends on the type of nucleus and its 
environment. This can be used to identify different types of nuclei and to study their structure. 
Here are some additional details about the "doorway" into the vortex of the energized array between 
elements 7 and 8: 

*The doorway is created by the NMR of water molecules. 

*The water molecules align themselves with the magnetic field and create a barrier that prevents the 
protagonist from entering the vortex. 

*The protagonist is able to pass through the barrier by using a special device that disrupts the 
alignment of the water molecules. 

Here are some additional details about mulched NMR at low frequency: 

*Mulched NMR is a type of NMR that uses a low frequency radio wave. 

*This type of NMR is used to measure the distance between atoms during atomic alteration of 
material properties. 

*The information obtained from mulched NMR is used to create new materials with desired 
properties. 


Orbital Education Labs — In this story, a reference to the space station currently in orbit and used 
for collection of information of a scientific nature. (NASA). 


Outside Education Laboratory — The forest or wooded area known as Huntley Meadows Park. 
Huntley Meadows Park is an Outside Education Laboratory. 


Paramecium — Paramecium is a single-celled organism that has cilia, which are hair-like structures 
that enable it to move. It is a commonly studied protozoa that can be found in pond water. 
Paramecium has epigenetic memory, or cell memory, which is a type of memory that is encoded in 
the molecular structure of the cell without altering the DNA sequence. Epigenetic memory effects 
have been found in a range of organisms, including plants, animals, and humans. Epigenetic 
memory is thought to be involved in a variety of processes, including development, aging, and 
disease. It is also thought to play a role in learning and memory. More research is needed to fully 
understand the mechanisms of epigenetic memory and its role in various biological processes. 


Here are some additional details about Paramecium: 


¢Paramecium is about 0.5 millimeters long and has a pear-shaped body. 

It has a single nucleus and a contractile vacuole that helps to regulate its internal environment. 
*Paramecium is a heterotroph, meaning that it obtains its food from other organisms. 

*It feeds on bacteria, algae, and other small organisms. 

¢Paramecium reproduces asexually by binary fission. 

*It is a common inhabitant of freshwater ponds and lakes. 

*Paramecium is an important part of the aquatic food web. 

*It is a model organism for studying cell biology and genetics. 

Here are some additional details about epigenetic memory: 

*Epigenetic memory is a type of memory that is encoded in the molecular structure of the cell 
without altering the DNA sequence. 

eIt is thought to be involved in a variety of processes, including development, aging, and disease. 


*It is also thought to play a role in learning and memory. 
*More research is needed to fully understand the mechanisms of epigenetic memory and its role in 
various biological processes. 


Phased energy — In this story, distinctive substates of energy in various forms across quantum 
reality. Energy in a state of phase transition from one form to another in a state of population 
inversion. Frequently associated with matter at an elevated state of activity, oscillation, or charge. 
Matter is a wavefunction of energy, as the level of energy increases it transistions to a more stable 
form as matter. 


Phased gravity — Phasing in gravity wave motion refers to the alignment of the crests and troughs 
of two or more waves. When two waves are in phase, their crests and troughs line up, and the waves 
add together to create a larger wave. When two waves are out of phase, their crests and troughs do 
not line up, and the waves cancel each other out to create a smaller wave. Phasing is important in 
gravity wave motion because it can affect the amplitude of the waves. The amplitude of a wave is 
the height of the wave from its trough to its crest. When two waves are in phase, the amplitude of 
the combined wave is greater than the amplitude of either wave individually. When two waves are 
out of phase, the amplitude of the combined wave is less than the amplitude of either wave 
individually. 


Phasing can also affect the frequency of the waves. The frequency of a wave is the number of waves 
that pass a given point in a given amount of time. When two waves are in phase, the frequency of 
the combined wave is the same as the frequency of either wave individually. When two waves are 
out of phase, the frequency of the combined wave is the average of the frequencies of the two 
waves. Phasing is a complex phenomenon, and there are many factors that can affect it. However, it 
is an important concept in gravity wave motion, and it can have a significant impact on the 
amplitude and frequency of the waves. Caused by regular harmonic oscillations (geometric shifts) 
of large mass that generate a variable gravitational effect (gravitational wave). Variability in 
harmonic mass resonations creates phase shifts in the gravitational effect boundary, which interacts 
with its polarization. “Lost” gravitational energy is regenerated (conserved) as matter at a different 
location in space-time by frame-dragging, which produces gravitomagnetic induction. Hawking 
radiation is caused by quantum effects near the event horizon of black holes. Black holes “lose” 
gravitational energy as antiparticles diminish their mass. In simple terms, less mass means less 
gravity (see Internet for more info). In this story, transference of matter across quantum realities 
needs to properly “phase” gravity to avoid matter and energy containment issues. 


There is information on circular polarization of gravity waves. Circular polarization is a property of 
electromagnetic waves, such as light, that can also be applied to gravitational waves. In circular 
polarization, the electric or magnetic field of the wave rotates around the direction of propagation of 
the wave. There are two types of circular polarization, left-handed and right-handed. Left-handed 
circular polarization is characterized by a counterclockwise rotation of the electric or magnetic 
field, while right-handed circular polarization is characterized by a clockwise rotation. Circular 
polarization can be detected by measuring the change in the polarization of light as it passes through 
a gravitational wave. This change in polarization is caused by the interaction of the gravitational 
wave with the electric field of the light.The detection of circular polarization in gravitational waves 
would be a significant discovery, as it would provide evidence that gravitational waves are indeed 
transverse waves, as predicted by general relativity. It would also provide information about the 
source of the gravitational wave, such as its mass and spin. 


Phased matter — Phased matter is a type of matter that exists in a different phase of reality than our 
own. It is thought to be made up of particles that are organized in a different way than the particles 
in our own reality. This different organization allows phased matter to pass through objects in our 


reality without interacting with them. Phased matter is thought to be very rare, and there is still 
much that we do not know about it. However, it has the potential to be used in a variety of 
applications, such as in the development of new materials and technologies. 


Here are some additional details about phased matter: 

*Phased matter is a type of matter that exists in a different phase of reality than our own. 

*It is thought to be made up of particles that are organized in a different way than the particles in 
our own reality. 

*This different organization allows phased matter to pass through objects in our reality without 
interacting with them. 

*Phased matter is thought to be very rare, and there is still much that we do not know about it. 
*However, it has the potential to be used in a variety of applications, such as in the development of 
new materials and technologies. 

One theory about how phased matter works is that it is made up of particles that exist in a different 
dimension than our own. These particles would be able to pass through our reality without 
interacting with it because they would not be affected by the laws of physics in our dimension. 
Another theory is that phased matter is made up of particles that are not bound by the same laws of 
physics as the particles in our own reality. These particles would be able to pass through objects in 
our reality because they would not be affected by the forces that hold objects together. 

A type of matter with organized atomic structure is orderly; its atomic structures move in an 
organized or orderly manner, which may appear random but is not random by nature. Two objects 
of phased matter can exist in the same reality without either object affecting or being affected by the 
other. A phased matter object can pass through another object without “physical” alteration, passing 
between the atomic space of atoms without interference or interactions. The signature pattern of 
phased matter is based on its quantum reality dimensionality. Phased matter can originate from the 
same phase region of space or originate from an alternate quantum reality. 


Photolithotrophs — Photolithotrophs are organisms that obtain energy from light and use inorganic 
compounds as their source of carbon. They are a type of lithotroph, which means that they use 
inorganic compounds as their source of energy. Photolithotrophs are found in a variety of 
environments, including the ocean, soil, and even rocks. Photolithotrophs are important because 
they are the primary producers in many ecosystems. They are also important in the global carbon 
cycle, as they help to convert carbon dioxide into organic compounds. There are two main types of 
photolithotrophs: cyanobacteria and algae. Cyanobacteria are photosynthetic bacteria that are found 
in both fresh and marine water. Algae are photosynthetic eukaryotes that are found in both aquatic 
and terrestrial environments. Photolithotrophs are thought to outnumber organotrophs (animals) and 
phototrophs (plants) on planet Earth. This is because they are able to live in a variety of 
environments, including those that are too harsh for other organisms. Photolithotrophs are also very 
efficient at converting light energy into chemical energy. 


Here are some additional details 


*Photolithotrophs obtain energy from light. 

*They use inorganic compounds as their source of carbon. 

*They are found in a variety of environments. 

*They are important because they are the primary producers in many ecosystems. 

They are also important in the global carbon cycle. 

There are two main types of photolithotrophs: cyanobacteria and algae. 

*Cyanobacteria are photosynthetic bacteria. 

*Algae are photosynthetic eukaryotes. 

*Photolithotrophs are thought to outnumber organotrophs and phototrophs on planet Earth. 


Plasma — The four fundamental states of matter are solid, liquid, gas, and plasma. Plasma is an 
energized state of matter, and it is the most common state of matter in the universe. The sun is made 
mostly of plasma, and it is also found in stars, lightning, and neon signs. Solids have a definite 
shape and volume. The particles in a solid are close together and held in place by strong forces. This 
makes solids rigid and difficult to change shape. Liquids have a definite volume, but they take the 
shape of their container. The particles in a liquid are close together, but they are not held in place by 
strong forces. This makes liquids flow and take the shape of their container. Gases have neither a 
definite shape nor a definite volume. The particles in a gas are far apart and move freely. This 
makes gases expand to fill their container and take the shape of their container. Plasma is a gas that 
is made up of charged particles, such as electrons and ions. The particles in a plasma are very hot 
and move very quickly. This makes plasmas very good conductors of electricity. Plasma is a very 
dynamic state of matter, and it can change from one state to another. For example, when a gas is 
heated, it can become a plasma. When a plasma is cooled, it can become a gas. Plasma is a very 
important state of matter, and it has many applications. For example, plasmas are used in 
televisions, neon signs, and lasers. Plasmas are also used in research, such as in the study of fusion 
energy. 


Plasma crystals — Plasma crystals are self-assembled structures of large particles in a plasma state. 
They form orderly structures and arrangements into crystal-like structures. The structures behave in 
a lifelike manner, displaying DNA helix shapes that appear to evolve in complexity, retaining and 
replicating electrical charge structures (memory). Plasma crystals are formed when a plasma is 
subjected to a strong electric field. The electric field causes the particles in the plasma to align 
themselves in a specific way, and this alignment creates the crystal structure. The crystal structure is 
then able to retain its shape and structure even after the electric field is removed. The lifelike 
behavior of plasma crystals is due to the way that they are able to replicate and evolve. The crystals 
are able to replicate themselves by creating new copies of their own structure. They are also able to 
evolve by changing their structure in response to their environment. This ability to replicate and 
evolve has led some scientists to believe that plasma crystals could be a form of artificial life. 
Plasma crystals are still in their early stages of research, but they have the potential to be used in a 
variety of applications. They could be used to create new materials, to develop new types of 
computers, and to study the origins of life. 


Polymorphic multiprocessor — A polymorphic multiprocessor is a special computer/device that 
can be dynamically reconfigured to perform multiple tasks and high-speed computations. It is made 
up of a number of processing units, which can be connected together in different ways to create 
different configurations. This allows the polymorphic multiprocessor to be adapted to different tasks 
and to perform them more efficiently. One way to reconfigure a polymorphic multiprocessor is to 
change the way that the processing units are connected. This can be done by adding or removing 
links between the processing units, or by changing the way that the links are connected. This allows 
the polymorphic multiprocessor to be adapted to different tasks that require different amounts of 
processing power. Another way to reconfigure a polymorphic multiprocessor is to change the way 
that the processing units are programmed. This can be done by changing the software that runs on 
the processing units, or by changing the way that the software is configured. This allows the 
polymorphic multiprocessor to be adapted to different tasks that require different types of 
processing. Polymorphic multiprocessors are used in a variety of applications, including scientific 
computing, artificial intelligence, and video games. They are also being used in new applications, 
such as autonomous vehicles and virtual reality. 


Quantum transfer — Quantum transfer is a method using quantum physics to duplicate or balance 
objects across physical (quantum) realities. It is based on the principle of quantum entanglement, 
which is a phenomenon in which two particles are linked together in such a way that they share the 


same quantum state, even when they are separated by a large distance. This means that if you 
change the state of one particle, the state of the other particle will also change, instantaneously. 
Quantum transfer can be used to create copies of objects, or to transfer information between two 
objects. It has the potential to be used for a variety of applications, including quantum computing, 
quantum communication, and quantum teleportation. However, quantum transfer is still in its early 
stages of development, and there are a number of challenges that need to be overcome before it can 
be used in practical applications. One of the biggest challenges is that quantum entanglement is very 
fragile, and it can be easily disrupted by noise or interference. Another challenge is that quantum 
transfer requires a very high level of precision, and any errors can cause the transfer to fail. 


Rembling — A torus- or donut-shaped device. Metamaterials are engineered materials that have 
properties that are not found in nature. They are typically made up of small, repeating units called 
meta-atoms, which are arranged in a specific way to create the desired properties. Metamaterials 
can be used to create a variety of devices, including invisibility cloaks, superlenses, and perfect 
absorbers. Rembling is a technique that is used to alter the properties of metamaterials. It involves 
applying a small amount of energy to the metamaterial, which causes the meta-atoms to vibrate. 
This vibration changes the way that the metamaterial interacts with light or other waves, which can 
be used to change its properties. Rembling is a relatively new technique, and there is still much that 
we do not know about how it works. However, it has the potential to be used to create new and 
innovative metamaterial devices. 


RF — Radio waves/frequencies. Radio waves are a type of electromagnetic radiation with the 
longest wavelengths in the electromagnetic spectrum, typically with frequencies of 300 gigahertz 
(GHz) and below. At 300 GHz, the corresponding wavelength is 1 mm (shorter than a grain of rice); 
at 30 Hz the corresponding wavelength is 10,000 kilometers (6,200 miles) (longer than the radius of 
the Earth). Like all electromagnetic waves, radio waves in a vacuum travel at the speed of light, and 
in the Earth's atmosphere at a close, but slightly lower speed. Radio waves are generated by charged 
particles undergoing acceleration, such as time-varying electric currents. 

Radio waves are radiated by charged particles when they are accelerated. Natural sources of radio 
waves include radio noise produced by lightning and other natural processes in the Earth's 
atmosphere, and astronomical radio sources in space such as the Sun, galaxies and nebulas. All 
warm objects radiate high frequency radio waves (microwaves) as part of their black body 
radiation. Radio waves are produced artificially by time-varying electric currents, consisting of 
electrons flowing back and forth in a specially-shaped metal conductor called an antenna. 


Rockoon — A rockoon is a sounding rocket that is carried aloft by a balloon and then launched from 
the balloon to achieve a higher altitude. Rockoons were first used in the 1950s by James Van Allen 
to study cosmic rays. The first attempt to launch a rockoon failed due to the extreme cold at high 
altitudes, so Van Allen used heated cans of orange juice to keep the rocket warm while aloft until it 
was launched from the balloon platform. Van Allen discovered the plasma belts in Earth's magnetic 
field, which are now known as the Van Allen radiation belts. 


Rotifers — Rotifers are tiny, aquatic animals that are found in freshwater and saltwater habitats all 
over the world. They are part of the phylum Rotifera, which includes over 2,000 species. Rotifers 
are typically less than 1 millimeter long, but some species can grow up to 1 centimeter in length. 
Rotifers are named for the wheel-like structure that surrounds their mouth. This structure, called the 
corona, is made up of cilia, which are tiny hair-like projections. The corona is used to create a 
current of water that brings food to the rotifer's mouth. Rotifers eat a variety of things, including 
algae, bacteria, and small invertebrates. Rotifers are important members of the aquatic food web. 
They are a food source for larger animals, such as fish and frogs. Rotifers also help to keep aquatic 
ecosystems clean by eating algae and other small organisms that can cloud the water. Rotifers are an 


interesting and diverse group of animals. They play an important role in the environment, and they 
are a fascinating subject of study. 


Here are some additional details. 

*Rotifers have a small brain that is located in their head. 

*Rotifers have up to five simple photoreceptor eyes. 

*Rotifers can reproduce both sexually and asexually. 

*Rotifers are an important part of the food chain, and they are a food source for many animals. 
*Rotifers are used in scientific research, and they are a model organism for studying development 
and evolution. 

*Rotifers are often used in aquariums to control algae and other small organisms. 


Seed — Or SIED, or Spectral Intensity Enhancement Device, is a monochromatic light source of 
narrow range that is rapidly pulsed between various wavelengths or colors. This is done in a manner 
to trigger photoreceptors and optic neurons to enhance visual perception. It operates in a similar 
manner to low-level white noise, which raises the auditory threshold level of hearing acuity. Various 
rapid sequenced colored light pulses of variable duration change the visual threshold and create 
perceived spectral shifts that enhance color discrimination and "vibrancy". Or SIED is a Spooklight 
of high dynamic range that reveals visual detail not normally seen. 

Here are some additional details : 

*Or SIED is a device that uses light to enhance visual perception. 

*Or SIED works by rapidly pulsing light between different wavelengths or colors. 

*This pulsing of light triggers photoreceptors and optic neurons, which are responsible for vision. 
*Or SIED can enhance color discrimination and "vibrancy". 

*Or SIED is a Spooklight, which is a type of light that is used to create illusions. 

*Or SIED has a high dynamic range, which means that it can reveal visual detail that is not normally 
seen. 


September 2, 1859 — Date of Carrington Event,.The Carrington Event was a solar superstorm that 
occurred on September 1—2, 1859. It was the most powerful geomagnetic storm in recorded history, 
and it caused widespread disruption to telegraph systems around the world. The storm was caused 
by a massive solar flare that erupted from the Sun. The flare released a huge cloud of plasma and 
magnetic field into space, which traveled towards Earth at speeds of up to 1.2 million miles per 
hour. The cloud arrived at Earth on September 1, and it caused a geomagnetic storm that lasted for 
several days. The geomagnetic storm caused widespread disruption to telegraph systems around the 
world. Telegraph operators reported seeing sparks and hearing humming noises in their equipment. 
In some cases, telegraph wires caught fire. The storm also caused auroras to be visible as far south 
as Cuba and Hawaii. A solar storm of the Carrington Event's magnitude would have a devastating 
impact on modern society. Today, we rely on electricity for everything from communication to 
transportation to healthcare. A geomagnetic storm of this magnitude would cause widespread power 
outages, cripple communications, and damage critical infrastructure. The economic impact would 
be catastrophic. Scientists believe that solar storms of the Carrington Event's magnitude occur every 
few hundred years. It is only a matter of time before another one hits Earth. We need to be prepared 
for the next solar storm, and we need to take steps to mitigate the damage it could cause. 


Slipstick mathematics — Slipstick mathematics, also known as slide rule math, is the use of a slide 
rule to perform mathematical operations. The slide rule is a handheld analog computer that was 
used for calculations before the advent of electronic calculators. It is a two-ruled device with 
logarithmic scales that slide against each other to perform multiplication, division, addition, and 
subtraction. To use a slide rule, one aligns the two scales so that the numbers to be multiplied are 
aligned on the same scale. Then, one slides the cursor along the other scale until it lines up with the 
desired answer. The slide rule can also be used to perform division, addition, and subtraction by 


using the appropriate scales. Slipstick mathematics was once a common skill for engineers, 
scientists, and other professionals who needed to perform calculations quickly and accurately. 
However, the slide rule has been largely replaced by electronic calculators since the 1970s. Despite 
its obsolescence, the slide rule is still used by some people today, particularly those who prefer its 
analog feel and its ability to perform calculations without batteries or electricity. 


SM-1 — SM-1 was a nuclear power plant located at Fort Belvoir, Virginia. It was the first nuclear 
power plant connected to the power grid, and it supplied two megawatts of added boost to the local 
electrical system. The SM-1 was a pressurized water reactor with a core about the size of a small 
bar fridge that used highly enriched (93 percent) uranium dioxide for fueling. The SM-1 was built 
by the American Locomotive Company (ALCO) and the United States Atomic Energy Commission 
(AEC) as part of the US Army Nuclear Power Program (ANPP) in the mid-1950s. The compact 
"package" reactor was designed to produce electricity and generate heat for remote military 
facilities. The first, the SM-1, served as the Army's primary training facility to train reactor 
operations personnel from all three services (Army, Navy and Air Force). The SM-1 was shut down 
in 1973 and is now decommissioned. The majority of SM-1's remaining low-level radioactivity is 
within activated metals and components of the reactor system, which are all secured inside the 
facility's containment vessel. The SM-1 had a thermal output of 10 megawatts and a net electrical 
output of 1,855 kilowatts. The SM-1 used highly enriched uranium dioxide fuel, which is a type of 
nuclear fuel that contains a high percentage of the uranium-235 isotope. The SM-1 was a 
pressurized water reactor, which is a type of nuclear reactor that uses water under high pressure to 
cool the reactor core. The SM-1 was a prototype reactor, which means that it was used to test new 
technologies and to train nuclear power plant operators. 


Soliton wave — A soliton is a self-reinforcing solitary wave or pulse that maintains its shape while 
traveling. It is a stable wave traveling over great distances without alteration. A wave of translation 
in which speed of travel varies according to frequency, without dispersive effects. Solitons are 
caused by a balance of nonlinear and dispersive effects in the medium. (Dispersive effects are a 
property of certain systems where the speed of a wave depends on its frequency.) Solitons are the 
solutions of a widespread class of weakly nonlinear dispersive partial differential equations 
describing physical systems. 


Solitons are found in a wide variety of physical systems, including: 
¢Water waves 

¢Plasma waves 

*Optical fibers 

*Josephson junctions 

*DNA 


Solitons have a number of interesting properties, including: 
*They can travel long distances without losing their shape. 
¢They can interact with each other without being destroyed. 
¢They can be used to transmit information and energy. 


Spaghetti theory — Spaghetti theory is a parallel to string theory that includes "sauce," a mix 
of concepts including quantum field theory, skyrmions, quantum gravity, Dirac strings, 
domain walls, magnetic monopoles, micromagnetics, and gauge theories. In spaghetti 
theory, the fundamental particles of nature are not point particles, but rather one- 
dimensional "strings." These strings can vibrate in different ways, and each different 
vibration corresponds to a different type of particle. The sauce in spaghetti theory is a way 
of describing the interactions between the strings. The different concepts that make up the sauce 
each describe a different type of interaction. For example, quantum field theory describes the 


interactions between particles, while quantum gravity describes the interactions between gravity and 
other forces. Spaghetti theory is a very complex theory, and it is still under development. However, 
it has the potential to unify all of the forces of nature into a single theory. If it is successful, it would 
be a major breakthrough in our understanding of the universe. 


One way to conceptualize this is; Imagine that the universe is made up of a giant bowl of spaghetti. 
The strings are the individual strands of spaghetti, and the sauce is the interactions between the 
strings. The different types of particles are represented by different types of spaghetti, and the 
different forces of nature are represented by different types of sauce. The universe is constantly 
changing, and the strings are constantly moving and interacting. The different types of spaghetti can 
combine and recombine to form new types of particles, and the different types of sauce can interact 
in different ways to create new forces. The universe is a complex and ever-changing place, and 
spaghetti theory is a way of trying to understand it. It is a work in progress, but it has the potential 
to revolutionize our understanding of the universe. 


Spark gap effect — The spark gap effect is the production of electromagnetic radio waves by 
creating an electrical arc across a gap. The arc is produced by applying a high voltage to the gap, 
which causes the air to ionize and conduct electricity. The current flowing through the ionized air 
produces a magnetic field, which in turn produces an electric field. These fields propagate away 
from the gap as electromagnetic waves. The frequency of the radio waves produced by a spark gap 
depends on the voltage applied to the gap and the distance between the electrodes. The higher the 
voltage, the higher the frequency of the waves. The longer the distance between the electrodes, the 
lower the frequency of the waves. Spark gap transmitters were the first type of radio transmitters, 
and were used in the early days of radio communication. They were replaced by vacuum tube 
transmitters in the early 20th century, but spark gap transmitters are still used today in some 
applications, such as amateur radio and emergency communications. The spark gap effect can also 
be used to produce light. This is the principle behind the spark gap generator, which is used in some 
types of fireworks. The spark gap generator produces a series of high voltage sparks, which cause 
the air to ionize and produce light. The spark gap effect is a simple but effective way to produce 
electromagnetic waves and light. It has been used in a variety of applications, from radio 
communication to fireworks. 


Superheterodyne — Superheterodyne is a radio receiver design where a received radio frequency 
(RF) signal is mixed with a locally generated signal to produce a fixed intermediate frequency (IF) 
signal. The IF signal is then amplified and filtered before being demodulated to produce the desired 
audio signal. Superheterodyne receivers are very common because they offer a number of 
advantages over other receiver designs. 


These advantages include: 


*Improved sensitivity: Superheterodyne receivers can be made more sensitive than other receiver 
designs because the IF signal can be amplified at a lower frequency, where it is easier to achieve 
high gain. 

*Improved selectivity: Superheterodyne receivers can be made more selective than other receiver 
designs because the IF signal can be filtered more precisely. 

*Improved stability: Superheterodyne receivers are more stable than other receiver designs because 
the IF signal is at a fixed frequency, which makes it less susceptible to interference. 
*Superheterodyne receivers are used in a wide variety of applications, including AM and FM radios, 
televisions, and two-way radios. In the context of the text, superheterodyne receivers were used by 
marketing people to determine what station a car radio was tuned to. They did this by listening to or 
eavesdropping on selected IF or mixer stage “transmissions.” Operation RAFTER, code name for 
MI5 radio monitoring, used a custom-built mobile receiver to locate spy receivers in this same 


manner on a range of frequencies to track down secret agents. As you are thinking, yes, the AN- 
GRD-6 was able to perform the same task over a wider frequency range and at greater distances, 
with extreme accuracy, to protect US interests. 

In this story, the radio receiver is of very poor quality and has an internal defect that generates a 
moderate transmitted signal. The signal is of low power, but the frequency range, or bandwidth, is 
extensive and includes assigned military frequencies, creating havoc and confusing the signal’s 
source, direction, and seemingly “encrypted” content. 


Synesthetic — Synesthesia is a neurological condition in which stimulation of one sensory or 
cognitive pathway leads to involuntary experiences in a second sensory or cognitive pathway. 
People who report a lifelong history of such experiences are known as synesthetes. Awareness of 
synesthetic perceptions varies from person to person. In one common form of synesthesia, known as 
grapheme-—color synesthesia or color—-graphemic synesthesia, letters or numbers are perceived as 
inherently colored. Projective synesthesia: seeing colors, forms, or shapes when stimulated (the 
widely understood version of synesthesia) Associative synesthesia: feeling a very strong and 
involuntary connection between the stimulus and the sense that it triggers. For example, a 
synesthete might see the letter A as red, or hear the sound of a trumpet as having a bright, sharp 
quality. Synesthesia is not a disease or disorder, and it does not cause any harm to synesthetes. In 
fact, many synesthetes find their condition to be beneficial, as it can give them a heightened sense 
of perception and creativity. Synesthetes are more often engaged in creative activities, which helps 
explain Freddy’s creative animal improvements. Many artists, composers, and some authors are 
synesthetic. 


Telluric current — Telluric currents, also known as Earth currents, are geomagnetically induced 
electric currents that flow underground or through the ocean. The currents are strongest near the 
Earth's surface and flow from south to north. They are caused by changes in the Earth's magnetic 
field, which are in turn caused by interactions with the solar wind and the magnetosphere. Telluric 
currents can be used to produce low voltage using earth batteries. However, the current is very weak 
and cannot be used to power large devices. In this story, it is speculated that telluric current flow 
can be disrupted by seeding the ground with respirative microorganisms able to transport electrons, 
changing water flow direction, or changing soil conductivity at specific current nodes using an ionic 
salt solution. This would have the effect of altering the Earth's magnetic field. However, this is just 
speculation and has not been proven. It is also possible that these methods would have no effect on 
telluric current flow or the Earth's magnetic field. 


Telluric generator — Telluric generators work best in water-laden areas. This is because water is a 
good conductor of electricity. The telluric currents flow more easily through water than through air 
or soil. In water-laden areas, the telluric currents can be used to generate electricity using a process 
called electrolysis. Electrolysis is a process that uses electricity to break down water into hydrogen 
and oxygen. The hydrogen and oxygen can then be used to power fuel cells, which generate 
electricity. Telluric generators are a promising source of renewable energy. They are sustainable and 
do not produce any pollution. Microorganisms in the soil can create electricity through a process 
called microbial fuel cells (MFCs). MFCs are a type of bioelectrochemical system that uses 
microorganisms to convert organic matter into electricity. The microorganisms in an MFC use the 
organic matter as a food source and produce electrons as a byproduct. These electrons are then 
transferred to an electrode, where they create an electric current. MFCs can be used to generate 
electricity from a variety of organic materials, including wastewater, manure, and agricultural 
waste. They can also be used to treat wastewater and to remove pollutants from the environment. 


Here are some of the microorganisms that create electricity in the soil: 


*Geobacter metallireducens is a bacterium that can use metals as an electron acceptor. It is found 
in soil and water, and it can generate electricity by oxidizing organic matter and reducing metals. 


*Shewanella oneidensis is another bacterium that can generate electricity. It is found in marine 
environments, and it can use oxygen or nitrate as an electron acceptor. 


*Rhodobacter sphaeroides is a bacterium that can use light to generate electricity. It is found in 
soil and water, and it can use sunlight to produce ATP, which is then used to generate electricity. 


*Ground currents are currents that flow through the ground. They are caused by the use of 
electricity. When you use electricity, the current flows through the wires and into the ground. The 
ground current then flows back to the power plant through the ground. Ground currents can be a 
problem if they are too high. High ground currents can cause corrosion of metal objects in the 
ground leaching toxic metals. They can also cause problems with electrical equipment and effect 
microorganisms in the soil. Microorganisms in the soil help plants. 


* Providing nutrients. Microorganisms in the soil can help plants by providing them with nutrients 
that they need to grow. For example, some microorganisms can fix nitrogen, which is an essential 
nutrient for plants. 


*Protecting from pests and diseases. Microorganisms in the soil can also help protect plants from 
pests and diseases. For example, some microorganisms produce antibiotics that can kill harmful 
bacteria. 


*Improving soil structure. Microorganisms in the soil can also help improve soil structure. This 
means that they can help make the soil more porous and less compacted, which makes it easier for 
plants to grow. 


*Decomposing organic matter. Microorganisms in the soil can also help decompose organic 
matter, such as plant leaves and animal waste. This helps to release nutrients into the soil that plants 
can use. 


Microorganisms can help plants communicate via the roots. They do this by releasing chemicals 
that signal to the plant. These chemicals can be used to communicate about things like nutrient 
availability, stress, and danger. For example, when a plant is stressed, it may release chemicals that 
attract beneficial microorganisms. These microorganisms can then help the plant to recover from the 
stress. Microorganisms can also help plants to communicate with each other. They do this by 
releasing chemicals that can travel through the soil. These chemicals can be used to communicate 
about things like competition for resources and the presence of pests or diseases. Plant-microbe 
communication is a complex and fascinating process. It is still not fully understood, but it is clear 
that it plays an important role in plant health and survival. Microorganisms can transfer electrons in 
a process called respiration. The process becomes more efficient if they can touch or tether to the 
metal or mineral electrodes (or plant roots), creating a Telluric-Galvanic-Bioelectrochemical- 
Generator (TGBG). In this story: telluric generators using conductive soil stratification take 
advantage of electrochemical differences in soil conductivity using carbonaceous electrodes to 
extract high-amperage currents at low voltage and work best in water-laden areas. 


Tetrachromatic — Tetrachromacy is the ability to see a wider range of colors than most humans. It 
is caused by the presence of four types of cone cells in the retina, each of which is sensitive to a 
different range of wavelengths of light. Most humans have three types of cone cells, which are 
sensitive to red, green, and blue light. However, some people, mostly women, have a fourth type of 
cone cell that is sensitive to light in the middle of the red and green wavelengths. This allows them 
to see a wider range of colors than most people. Tetrachromacy is thought to be an evolutionary 


adaptation that helps some animals, such as birds, to find food and avoid predators. It is also 
thought to be beneficial for some humans, such as artists and designers, who need to be able to see a 
wide range of colors 


Trichromatic — Trichromatic vision is the ability to see a range of light extending into the 
ultraviolet colors. Plants have three types of photoreceptors that respond to different wavelengths of 
light, which are phytochrome, cryptochrome, and phototropin. Each of these photoreceptors is 
sensitive to a different range of wavelengths of light. Phytochrome responds to red and far-red light. 
Red light promotes the growth of plants, while far-red light inhibits growth. The duration of red 
light helps to tell plants when to flower and reproduce. Cryptochrome responds to blue and green 
light. Blue light promotes the growth of plants, while green light inhibits growth. Cryptochrome 
also helps plants to perceive magnetic fields (magnetoreception). Phototropin responds to blue light. 
Blue light promotes the growth of plants, and it also helps plants to orient themselves towards the 
light. It is best for plants to grow at a moderate rate, neither too fast nor too slow. Too much growth 
can lead to the plant becoming weak and susceptible to disease. Too little growth can lead to the 
plant becoming stunted and unhealthy. Plants also need to avoid growing in shaded areas. Shaded 
areas do not receive enough sunlight, which can lead to the plant becoming weak and unhealthy. 


Trichromatic ultraviolet — Trichromatic ultraviolet vision is the ability to see a range of light 
extending into the ultraviolet colors, which humans are unable to perceive unless they are lacking 
the lens of the eye. This ability is due to the presence of three types of cone cells in the retina, each 
of which is sensitive to a different range of wavelengths of light. In humans, the three types of cone 
cells are sensitive to red, green, and blue light. However, in some animals, such as salamanders, 
there are additional cone cells that are sensitive to ultraviolet light. This allows these animals to see 
a wider range of colors than humans can. The deeper meaning that I sought to convey in the story is 
that the salamander could see what I could not. This could be interpreted in a number of ways. It 
could mean that the salamander had a deeper understanding of the world, or that it was able to see 
things that were hidden or that the salamander had a different perspective on the world. Ultimately, 
the meaning is up to the reader to decide. 


Tufted capuchin — The tufted capuchin, also known as the brown capuchin, black-capped 
capuchin, or pin monkey, is a medium-sized monkey found in Central and South America. It is an 
omnivorous social primate that lives in troops of up to 40 individuals. The tufted capuchin is a 
stocky monkey with a long tail. It has a black or dark brown cap that extends down to its shoulders. 
Its face is white or cream-colored, and it has black sideburns. The tufted capuchin has long, black 
hair on its arms and legs. The tufted capuchin is an intelligent monkey that is known for its ability 
to use tools. It has been observed using sticks to dig for insects, and it has also been known to use 
rocks to crack open nuts. The tufted capuchin is also a skilled climber and is often seen swinging 
through the trees. 


Twirly gobbler — The Twirly Gobbler is a Thanksgiving feast for the senses. The savory, juicy 
turkey is stuffed with spaghetti and topped with a rich, creamy gravy. The dish is then baked to 
perfection, creating a mouthwatering aroma that will tantalize your taste buds. The first bite of the 
Twirly Gobbler is a delight. The tender turkey meat is perfectly cooked and seasoned, and the 
spaghetti is cooked al dente. The gravy is rich and flavorful, and it coats the turkey and spaghetti 
perfectly. The dish is then finished with a sprinkling of fresh herbs, which add a touch of freshness 
and flavor. 


Here is a recipe for the Twirly Gobbler: 


Ingredients: 


*1 (12- to 14-pound) turkey, thawed if frozen 
*1 tablespoon olive oil 

*1 teaspoon salt 

1/2 teaspoon black pepper 

*1 (16-ounce) package spaghetti 

¢1 (15-ounce) can tomato sauce 

¢1 (10.75-ounce) can condensed cream of mushroom soup 
1/2 cup milk 

°1/4 cup chopped onion 

°1/4 cup chopped celery 

°1/4 cup chopped green pepper 

°1/4 cup grated Parmesan cheese 


Instructions: 


1.Preheat oven to 325 degrees F (165 degrees C). 

2.Rinse the turkey inside and out with cold water. Pat dry with paper towels. 

3.In a small bowl, combine the olive oil, salt, and pepper. Rub the mixture all over the turkey. 
2.Place the turkey in a roasting pan. 


5.Roast the turkey for 3 hours, or until a meat thermometer inserted into the thickest part of the 
thigh registers 165 degrees F (74 degrees C). 


3.Meanwhile, cook the spaghetti according to the package directions. 


4.In a medium bowl, combine the tomato sauce, cream of mushroom soup, milk, onion, celery, 
green pepper, and Parmesan cheese. 


5.When the turkey is done, remove it from the oven and let it rest for 15 minutes. 
6.Preheat the broiler. 

7.Using a fork, shred the turkey meat. 

8.Stuff the spaghetti mixture into the turkey cavity. 

9.Place the turkey back in the roasting pan. 

10.Broil the turkey for 5 minutes, or until the cheese is melted and bubbly. 
11.Let the turkey rest for 10 minutes before carving and serving. 


Tuning fork — A tuning fork is an acoustic resonator in the form of a two-pronged fork typically 
made of metal in a U-shape. When struck, it vibrates at a specific pitch or frequency, the pure tone 
frequency determined by the length, mass, and elasticity of the two prongs. Invented in 1711, itis a 
common tool for adjusting musical instruments, checking the calibration of other acoustic 
equipment, and for calibrating sound-measuring equipment. When struck, the metal prongs vibrate 
toward and apart from each other, producing sound 180 degrees out of phase with the other prong, 
causing the handle to vibrate in an up and down motion and allowing it to convey sound to a 
resonating surface or box. 


Twistor space — Twistor space is a complex projective space that is used in theoretical physics to 
describe the scattering of massless particles. It was introduced by Roger Penrose in 1967. In twistor 


space, each point represents a massless particle. The set of all points that represent particles with the 
same mass and spin is called a twistor line. The set of all twistor lines is called twistor space. 
Twistor space is a complex manifold, which means that it is a smooth surface that can be described 
using complex numbers. Complex numbers are numbers that have both a real and an imaginary 
part. They allow for solutions to certain equations that have no real solutions. There is no natural 
linear ordering on a set of complex numbers. This means that there is no way to order the complex 
numbers in a way that is consistent with their addition and multiplication. Twistor space has been 
used to study the scattering of massless particles, and it has also been used to study the geometry of 
spacetime. It is an active area of research in theoretical physics. 


Ultrasonic sound — Ultrasonic sound is a sound wave or pressure wave with a frequency above 20 
kilohertz (kHz). This is above the upper limit of human hearing, which is about 20 kHz. Ultrasound 
can be used for cleaning, medical imaging, and changing chemical properties of substances. Bats 
and porpoises use ultrasound to locate food and objects. Ultrasound is created by vibrating an object 
at a high frequency. This vibration causes the air molecules around the object to vibrate, creating a 
sound wave. The frequency of the sound wave is determined by the frequency of the vibration. 
Ultrasound can be used for a variety of purposes. It is often used for cleaning, as it can break down 
dirt and grime that is not easily removed with other methods. It is also used for medical imaging, as 
it can create images of the inside of the body without the need for surgery. Ultrasound can also be 
used to change the chemical properties of substances, such as to make them more absorbent or to 
break them down into smaller molecules.Bats and porpoises use ultrasound to locate food and 
objects. They emit high-pitched sounds that bounce off of objects and return to them. The bats and 
porpoises use the time it takes for the sound to return to determine the distance to the object. They 
also use the direction of the sound to determine the object's location. 


Ultrawideband burst modulation — Ultra-wideband (UWB) burst modulation is a type of spread 
spectrum technique that uses short pulses of radio waves to transmit data. The pulses are so short 
that they occupy a very wide range of frequencies, which makes them difficult to interfere with or 
jam. UWB is often used for short-range wireless applications, such as wireless sensor networks and 
indoor positioning systems. UWB burst modulation works by transmitting a series of short, high- 
power pulses. The pulses are so short that they can be considered to be impulses, and they have an 
infinite bandwidth. The shorter the pulse, the wider the bandwidth. This wide bandwidth makes 
UWB very resistant to interference and jamming. UWB does not use a carrier wave. A carrier wave 
is a continuous wave of radio frequency that is used to modulate the data signal. UWB does not use 
a carrier wave because it would reduce the available bandwidth and make the system more 
susceptible to interference. UWB is an impulse transmission, which means that it is similar to static. 
Static is caused by the random movement of electrons in the atmosphere. UWB is also caused by 
the random movement of electrons, but it is controlled and modulated to carry data. 


Vacuum polarization — In quantum electrodynamics, vacuum polarization is a process in which a 
background electromagnetic field creates virtual electron-positron pairs. These pairs are not real 
particles, but they do affect the properties of the electromagnetic field. The virtual pairs cause the 
charge distribution and currents that generated the original electromagnetic field to change. This 
change is known as the self-energy of the photon or gauge boson. Vacuum polarization is a very 
important process in quantum electrodynamics. It is responsible for a number of effects, including 
the Lamb shift and the anomalous magnetic dipole moment of the electron. It is also thought to play 
a role in the creation of dark matter. 


Vortex fluid dielectric — A vortex fluid dielectric is a fluid-like material in which vortex motions 
(spin) are created in harmonic sync with electron orbital elongation, or dielectric polarization. The 
vortex motion greatly eliminates dielectric relaxation or lag in molecular polarization during charge 
and discharge of energy (opposite of inductive hysteresis). This means that the material can store 


and release energy more efficiently. In the story, a fish tank air pump was used to generate air 
bubbles, which moved the pond water under the ice in vortex motions and transferred electrical 
charge. This is an example of an underwater Lord Kelvin generator, which is a device that generates 
electricity by using the motion of water to create a vortex. The excess air was vented by a hole in 
the ice. The aluminum foil placed on the surface of the pond ice served as the charge plate between 
telluric current and atmospheric charge. This means that it allowed the electricity generated by the 
vortex fluid dielectric to flow into the atmosphere. 


Whistlers — Whistlers are a type of very low-frequency radio wave that is generated by lightning. 
They have a frequency of 1 to 30 kilohertz, and they travel through the ionosphere, which is a layer 
of charged particles in the Earth's atmosphere. As they travel through the ionosphere, they undergo 
dispersion, which means that they spread out in frequency. This causes them to have a characteristic 
whistle-like sound, with a descending pitch. Whistlers can be heard on radio receiving equipment, 
and they can also be heard on long telephone lines. The first whistlers were detected in 1886, and 
they have been studied by scientists ever since. 


Zenneck wave — A Zenneck wave is a type of electromagnetic surface wave that propagates parallel 
to the surface of the Earth, following its curvature. It is a longitudinal, inhomogeneous or non- 
uniform electromagnetic plane wave incident at the complex Brewster's angle onto a planar or 
spherical boundary interface between two homogeneous media having different dielectric 
constants.Zenneck waves were first described by Jonathan Zenneck in 1907. They are also known 
as Sommerfeld-Zenneck surface waves, after Arnold Sommerfeld, who independently derived the 
same solution to Maxwell's equations in 1909.Zenneck waves are a type of leaky wave, meaning 
that they lose energy as they propagate. This is due to the fact that they are not confined to the 
interface between the two media, but instead radiate into the surrounding space. However, they can 
still be used to transmit energy over long distances, as long as the loss is not too great. Zenneck 
waves have a number of potential applications, including wireless power transmission, radar, and 
telecommunications. They are also being investigated for use in medical imaging and sensing. 


Zeeman effect — The Zeeman effect is the splitting of a spectral line into components in a static 
magnetic field. This effect is caused by the interaction of the magnetic field with the magnetic 
moments of the electrons in the atoms or molecules that emit the light. The protein present in the 
retinas of birds is called cryptochrome. Cryptochrome is a light-sensitive protein that is thought to 
be involved in the bird's sense of magnetic direction. It is believed that the Zeeman effect causes 
cryptochrome to change shape in the presence of a magnetic field, which in turn changes the way 
that it responds to light. This change in response to light is thought to be how birds are able to sense 
the Earth's magnetic field. 


Zook — "Goodbye old Boy & if tomorrow night finds me dead remember me kindly as a soldier 
who meant to do his whole duty." - Zook in an 1862 letter 

Samuel Kosciuszko Zook- Held the record for the fastest telegraph operator. He began working in 
1842 working with crews all over the country and made improvements to the telegraph device. He 
is believed to have been the mysterious chief telegraph engineer at the New Orleans office in 1854. 
He was a brilliant man who was well-respected in the telegraph industry, and is believed to have 
known Frank L. Pope, the editor of The Telegrapher, explorer, inventor, patent attorney, electrical 
engineer, and telegrapher. Frank L Pope invented the one-wire telegraph in 1870. 


The masthead motto of The Telegrapher, "Is it not a feat sublime? Intellect hath conquered time," is 
a reference to the power of the telegraph to communicate over long distances. The telegraph 
allowed people to communicate in real time, which was a revolutionary change at the time. 


INTERNET WEBSITES OF INTEREST (random order) 


https://www.navy-radio.com/tty.htm US Navy Teletype Equipment. 
https://www.nrl.navy.mil US Navel Research Laboratory 


http://jproc.ca/rrp/grd_6.html AN-GRD-6 HFDF (NRL photo #37851) by Jerry Proc 
“Photo/Image provided courtesy of the Naval Research Laboratory.” 


http://www. friendsofhuntleymeadows.org Friends of Huntley Meadows Park 
Send payment or donation here. 


https://www.fairfaxcounty.gov/parks/huntley-meadows-park Huntley Meadows Park 
Website 


httos://www.santilli-foundation.org Ruggero Maria Santilli 


When the trail thins out, it is easy to lose your way. 


The year is 2089. The world has changed drastically in the past 76 years. Genetic engineering is 
now commonplace, and customized life-forms are used to produce everything from food to 
medicine. Coastal regions are flooded, and Huntley Meadows Park is no more. Carbon dioxide and 
methane levels continue to rise, and the human population is struggling to adapt. 


In a desperate attempt to survive, humans begin to genetically modify themselves. These 
modifications allow them to live in harsh environments that were once fatal. With these new 
abilities, humans are now ready to explore the stars. 


Quantum AI computers are also becoming more powerful. These computers can perform 
calculations that are impossible for traditional computers. This new technology is used to develop 
quantum-based communication systems that allow humans to communicate with each other over 
vast distances. 


As humans explore the universe, they come into contact with other life forms. These encounters 
challenge our understanding of our place in the universe. We are forced to confront the possibility 
that we are not alone. 


The future is full of challenges, but it is also full of possibilities. We are on the cusp of a new era of 
exploration and discovery. The future is ours to create. 
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